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He was certainly a very diverting companion, and a 
chearful, honeſt, good - natured man; ſo that he was the 
delight of the moſt polite companies and converſations 
from the beginning of Charles the. ſecond to the latter 
part of King George the firſt's reigu: and many an honeſt 
gentleman got a reputation in his country by pretending 
to have been in company with Tom D'Urfey. - 


p" 4 1 


"A 2 23. — 
* ”" 4 þ 1 * 


— 1 


a 4 — 
— 29 — 


— 


: 
wy 


LONDON: | 
PUBLISHED BY W1LL1AaM HoLLA NX D, 
No. 50, Oxroxp-STRRET, 

=» | 1791. 


Price Three Shillings ſewed. 
1 


. 


WIT and MIRTH; ; 


PURGE MELANCHOLY : 


N R Y 


OF THE 


Yo „ 


OF 


THOMAS D'URFEx. 


TI author, who is more generally ſpoken of by the 

familiar name of Tom, was deſcended from an 
ancient family in France. His parents being Huguenots, 
fled from Rochelle before it was beſieged by Louis the 
XIII. in 1628, and ſettled at Exeter, where this their 
ſon was born, but in what year is uncertain. He was 
originally bred to the law; but ſoon - finding that pro- 
feſſion to laturnine for his volatile and lively genius, he 
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quſtted it, to become a devotee of the Muſes; In which 
he met with no ſmall ſucceſs. His dramatic pieces, 
which are very numerous, were in general well received; 
yet, though he has not been dead above ſixty years, 
there is not one of them now on the muſter-roll of 
acting plays. 


The licentiouſneſs of intrigue, looſeneſs of ſentiments, 
and indelicacy of wit, which were the ſtrongeſt recom- 
mendation to the audience for whom they were written, 
having very juſtly baniſhed them from the ſtage in this 
period of purer taſte, yet are they very far from being 
totally deſtitute of merit. The plots are in general buſy, 
intricate and entertaining; the characters not ill drawn, 
although rather too farcical, and the language, if not 
perfectly correct, yet eaſy and well adapted for the dia- 
logue of comedy. But what Mr. D'Urfey obtained his 
greateſt reputation by, was a peculiar happy knack he 
poſſeſſed in writing ſatire and irregular odes. Many of 
theſe were upon tempory occaſions, and were of no little 
ſervice to the party in whoſe cauſe he wrote; which, 
together with his natural vivacity and good humour, 
obtained him the favour of great numbers of all ranks 
and conditions, monarchs themſelves not excluded. He 
was ſtrongly attached to the tory intereſt; and in the 
latter part of Queen Ann's reign, had frequently the 
hondur of diverting that princeſs with witty catches and 
ſongs of humour, ſuited to the ſpirit of the times, writ- 

ten 
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ten by himſelf, and which he ſung in a lively and enter- 
taining manner. And the author of the Guardian, who, 
in No. 67, has given us a very humorous account of 
Mr, D'Urfey, with a view to recommend him to the 

public notice for a benefit play, tells us that he remem- 
| bered Charles the ſecond leaning on Tom D'Urfey's 


ſhoulder more than once, and humming over a ſong 
with him. 


He was certainly a very diverting companion, and a 
chearful, honeſt, good-natured man; ſo that he was the 
delight of the moſt polite companies and converſatio: a 
from the beginning of Charles the ſecond to the latter 
part of George the firſt's reign: and many an honeſt 
gentleman got a reputation in his countty by pretending 
to have been in company with Tom D'Urfey. Yet, ſo 
univerſal a favourite as he was, it is apparent, that 
towards the latter part of his life he ſtood in need of 
aſſiſtance to prevent his paſſing the remainder of it in a 
cage, like a ſinging bird, for to ſpeak in his own words, 
as repeated by the above-named author, © After having 
* written more odes than Horace, and about four times 
* as many comedies as Terence, he found himſelf 
* reduced to great difficulties by the importunities of a 
* ſet of men, who of late years had furniſhed him with 


« the accommodations of life, and would not, as we fay, 


be paid with a ſong.” Mr. Addiſon then informs us, 
that in order to extricate him from theſe difficulties, he 


himſelf 
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himſelf immediately applied to the directors of the play- 
houſe, who very generouſly agreed to act the Plotiing 
Sifters, a play of Mr. D'Urfey's, for the benefit of its 
author. What the reſult of this benefit was does not 
appcar; but it was probably ſufficicnt to makt him eaſy, 
as we find him living and continuing to write with the 
fame humour and livelineſs to the time of his death, 
which happened on the 26 of February, 1723. What 
was his age at that time, is not certainly ſpecified any 
where; but he muſt have been conſiderably advanced in 
lie, his firſt play, which could ſcarcely have been writ- 
ten before he was twenty years of age, having made its 
appearance forty-ſeven years before. He was burried in 
the church-yard of dt. James's, Weſtminſter. | 


Thoſe who have a curioſity to ſee his ballads, ſonnets, 
&c. may find a large number of them brought together 
in a collection, in ſix volumes in duodecimo, intitled, 
Pills to Purge. Melancholy, of which the Guardiao, in 
No. 26, ſpeaks in very favourable terms. | 


PILLS 


PURGE MELANCHOLY, 


SONG, 


OLLY Roger Twangdillo of Plouden Hill, 
In his cheſt had two thouſand good pounds, 
Fat oxen and ſheep, and a barn well fill'd, 
And a hundred good acres of ground; 

Which made ev'ry maiden with maidenheads laden, 

And widows, tho? juſt ſet free, 
'To wrangle and fret, and pump up their wit. 

To train to the net, Twangdillow, Twangdillo, 
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, young luſty Twangdillo 

| Twangdee. | 


B The 
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The firſt that brake ice was a laſs had been 
Burn of a good houſe, but decay'd 


Her gown was new dy'd, and her night-train clean, 
And to ſing and talk French had been bred ; 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
Aſk d Parler vous Franſay, 
That Hodge might her breeding ſee, 
She'd roll her eye, 
Breath ſhort with a ſigh. | 
Whene'er ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, Twang, &. 


The next was a Sempſtreſs of ſtature low, 
That fancy'd ſhe wanted a male, 
Her hair as black as an autumn ſloe, 
And haid as a coach-horſe tail : 
" She'd ogle and wheedle, 
And prick with her needle; 
What d' lack, what d' buy? cried ſhe; 
But now the briſk tone 
| Is chang'd ta a groan, 
Ah! pity my moan,, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 
A muſty old Chamber maid, lean and tall, 
The next as a ſuitor appears, 5 
With a tongue loud and ſhrill, but no teeth at all, 
For time had drawn them many years: 


Caſt gowns and * uch lumber, 
Old {mocks without number, 


She 
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she bragg'd ſhould her dowry be, 
Forty pair of lac'd ſhoes, 
Ribbons green, red, and blues, 


But all would not nooſe Twangdillo, T wang, Se. 


The next was a laſs of a Popiſh ſtrain, 
That Jeſuit whims had been taught, 
She bragg'd they ſoon ſhould have King ſames again, 


TT ho' her ſpouſe was late hang d for the plot; 
The French would come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
And all as they wiſh'd would be; 
The Jacobite jade, 
Talk d as if ſhe was mad, | 
In hopes to have had Twangdiilo, Twang, &c. 


A Vintner's fat widow then ſtraight was view'd, 
W hoſe cuckuld had pick'd up ſome pelf z 
He had kiil'd half his neighbours with wine he'd brew'd, 
And lately bad poiſon'd himſelf. 
\ With bumpers of Claret, 
No ſouſe paying for it, 
She Roger's com paniou be; 
Strike fiſt on the board, 
Come kiſs me ador'd Twangdillo, Twang, Ke, 
But Roger reſolv'd not to be her man, 
Aud ſo gave a loole go the next, | 
B 2 The 


E 


The niece of a canting, bleer- eyed Non Cn. 


That ſtifly could canvas a text. 
A dame in Cheapſide too, 
Would tain be his bride too, 
And make him of London free; 
But no laſs would _o conn 


In country or town, 


So purſe proud was grown, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 


1 Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a farmer's joy, 
| That newly a milking had been, 
| *  Round-fac'd, cherry-cheek'd, with a ſmirking eye, 
1 Came tripping it over the green: 
M Ro She mov'd like a goddeſs, 
| And ia her lac'd bodice, 
48 | A ſpan ſhe could hardly be; 
| Her hips were plump grown, 
And her hair a dark brown; 
Twas ſhe that brought down Twangdillo, T wang) &c. 


—— 


6 — 
OM Tinker's my true love, and I am his dear, 
And I will go with him his budget to bear; 
For of all the young men he had the beſt luck, 
All the day he will fuddle, at night he will — 
This way, that way, which way you will, 
I am ſure I ſay nothing that you can take ill. 
| * 


| 1 
With hammer on kettle he tabors all day, 
At night he will tumble on ſtrumil or hay; 
He calls me his jewel, his delicate duck, 
And then he will take up my ſmicket ty — 
Tuis way, &c, 


Tom Tinker, I ſay, was a jolly young lud, 
He tickled young Nancy, and made her ſtait mad 
To have a new rubber with him on the grals, 


By reaſon ſhe knew that he had a god — 
This way, &c. 
There was an old woman, on crutches ſhe came 
To luſty Tom Tinker, Tom Tinker by name; 
And tho' ſhe whs aged near three ſcore and tive, 
She kickt up her heels and reſolved to — 
This way, &c. 


A beautiful damſel came out of the Weſt, 
And ſhe was as jolly and briſk as the beſt; 
She'd dance, and ſhe'd caper, as wild as a buck, 


And told Tom the Tinker ſhe would have ſome — 
This way, &c. 


A lady ſhe call'd him her kettle to mend, 

And ſhe reſolved herſelf to attend; 

Now as he ſtood ſtooping and mending the braſs, 
His breeches were torn, and down hung his — 


This way, Kc. h Something 


„ BONE 
Something ſhe ſaw that pleaſed her well, 
: She call'd in the Tinker and gave him a ſpell ; 
With pig, gooſe and capon, and good ſtore of ſuck, 
| That he might be willing to give her ſome — 
1 | This way, &c. | 


He had ſuch a trade that he turn'd me away, 
Vet as I was going he caus'd me to ſtay; | 
So as towards him I was going to paſs, 


j He gave me a flap in the face with his — 
1 The way, &c. 


1 : I thought in my heart he had ſtruck off my noſe, 
1 | I gave him as good as he brought I ſuppoſe ; 
| | 3 My words they were ready and wonderful blunt, 

I F Quoth I, I had rather been ſtopp'd in my — 

This way, &c. 


I met with a Butcher a killing a calf, 
I then ſtepp'd to him and cried out half; 
At his firſt denial I fell very ſick, | 


And he ſaid it was ll for a touch of his — 
This way, &c. | | 


I met with a Fencer going to ſchool, 
T told him at fencing he was but a fool; 
He had but three rapiers, and they were all blunt, 
And told h'm he hou d no more play at my — 
This way, &c. . I met 
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1 met with a Barber with razor and balls, 
He fligger'd and told me for all my brave alls ; 


He would have a ſtroke, and his words they were blunt, 


Icould not deny him the uſe of my — 
This way, &c. 


I met with a Fidler a fidling aloud, 

He told me he had loſt the caſe of his croud ; 

I being good natured as I was wont, 

Told him he ſhould make a cafe of my — 
This way, &z:. 


SONG, 


POOR Sawny had married a wife, 
And he knew not what to do with her; 
For ſhe'd eat more barley bread, 


Then he knew how to give her: 
We'll all ſup together, we Il a1] ſup together, &c. 
Well make no more beds than Ine, 
Till Jove ſends armer weather. 

We'll all lig together, we'll all lig ie 
We'll make no more beds than one, \ 
Till qove ſends warmer weather. 


[ 16 J 
We'll put the ſheep's head in the pot, 


The wool and the horns together ; 


And we will make broth of that, 
And we'll all ſup together, 


We'll all ſup together, we'll all ſup ter 


Til Jove ſends warmer weather, 
We'll all lig together, &c 


The wool ſhall thicken the broth, 
0 The horns ſhall ſerve for bread, 
By this you may underſtand, 
The virtue that's in a ſheep's head: 
And we'll all ſup together, we'll all ſup together, 
We'll make no more beds than one, 4 


Till Jove ſends warmer weather, 
 Andwe'llall lig together, &c. 


Some ſhall lig at the head, 

And ſome ſhall lig at the feet, 
Miſs Cuddy would lig in the middle, 
Becauſe ſhe'd have all the ſheet : 
We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more beds than one, 


Till Jove ſends warmer weather, 
And we'll all lig together, &c. 


6 Miſs Cuddy got vp in the loft, 
And Sawny would fain have been at her, 


Miſs 


1 1 
Miſs Cuddy fell down in her ſmock, 
And made the glaſs windows to clatter : 


We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more beds than one, 

Till Jove ſends warmer weather, 

We'll all lig together, &:. 


The Bride ſhe went to bed, 
The bridegroom followed after, 
The fidler crept in at the feet, 
And they all lig d together, 
We'll all lig together, &c. 


8 ON G. 


BENEATH a cold ſhade Amarylis was ſate, 
Complaining of love and bemoaning her fate 
Ah! ſhe cried, why muſt maids be ſo formal and coy, 
To deny what they think is their only true joy ? 
And cuſtom impoſe on us ſo much ado, 
When our hearts are on fire, and love bids us fall to; 
And cuſtom impoſe on us ſo much ado, 


When our hearts are on fire, and love bids us fall to. 


Young Strephon was near her, and heard the complaint, 
He eaſily gueſs'd what the damſel did want; 


C | He 


py L 18 7 | \ 
Fie ruſſh'q in upon her, in kiſſes replied, 
Caughz her faſt in his arms, ſhe faintly denied: 
What they did, without ſtudy we ſoon may divine, 
*T was Strephon's luck then, the next minute be mine. 


SONG. 


[TH ſighing and wiſhing and green-ſickneſs diet, 
With nothing of pleaſure, and little of quiet; 
With a granum's inſpection, and doctor's direction, 
But not the ſpecific that ſuits my complexion: 
The flower of my age is full blowo in my face, 
Yet no man conſiders, yet no man conliders, 
My comfortleſs caſe. 


| Young women were valued, as I have been told, 

In the late times of peace, above mountains of gold; 

But now there is fighting, we are nothing but ſliting, 
Few gallants in conjugal matters delighing : 

Tis a ſhame that mankind ſhould love killing and ſlaying, 
And mind not {upp!ying the ſtock that's decaying. 


Unlucky Clarinda, to love in a ſeaſon, 

When Mars had forgotten to do Venus reaſon; 
Had I any hand in rule or command, 

I'd certainly make it a law of the land : 

That killers of men, to repleniſh the ſtore, 

De bound to the wedlock, and made to get more. 


Enacted 
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Enacted moreover for better diſpatch, 

That v here a good Captain meets with an c'ermatch, 
His honeſt Lieu en int with ſoldier- like grace, 

Shall relieve him ou duty, and ſerve in his place: 
Thus killers and ſlayers of able good men, 

Without beat of drum may 1ecruit 'em agen. 


Coe 


8 ON G. 
0 you fair ladies now at land, 
| We men at ſca indite 
But firſt would have you underſtand, 
How hard it is to write: 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We m. ({t implore to write to you 
With a fa la, la, la, la, 
The Muſes now, &c. 


But tho' the Muſes ſhould be kind, 
And fill our empty brain; | 
Yet if rough Neptune cauſe the wind, 
To rouz: the azure main, 
Our paper, pens. and ink, and we, 
Rell up and down our ſhip at ſea, 
With a fa la, &.. 5 


Then if we write not by each poſt, 


Think not that we're unkind ; 0 
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Nor yet conclude that we are loſt, 


| But Dutch, by French, or wind ; 
| U i Our grief will find a ſpeedier Wiy, 


The tide ſhall bring them twice a day. 
"ht With a fa la, &c, 


The King with wonder and ſurpriſe, 
Will thiak the ſea grown bold, 
For that the tide does higher riſe, 
Then c'er it did of old: 
Bat let him know that *tis our tears, 
Sends floods of grief to Whitehall ſtairs. 
With a fa la, &c. 


Should Count Thoulouſe but come to know, 
Our ſad and diſmal ftory ; 

The French would ſcorn fo weak a foe, 
Where they can get no glory: 

For what reſiſtauce can they find, 


From men who've left their hearts behind. 
With a fa la, &c. 


To paſs our tedious time away, 
We throw the merry main ; 

Or elſe at ſerious Ombra play, 
But why ſhould we in vain, , 

Each others ruin thus purſue, 

We were undone when we left you. 


With a fa la, &:. Wheg 
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When any mournful tune you hear, 
That dies in e'ery note; 
And if it ſigh'd for each man's care, 
For being ſo remote: 
Think then how often love we've made, 


To you while all thoſe tunes were play d. 
With a fa la, &c. 


Let wind and weather do their worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; 

Let Frenchmen vapour, Dutchmen curſe, 
No ſorrow we ſhall find: 

*Tis then no matter how things go, 


Nor who's our friend, nor who our foe. 
With a fa la, &c. 


Thus having told you all our loves, 
And likewiſe all our fears; 

In hopes this declaration moves, 
Some pity to our tears : 

Let hear of no inconſtancy, 


We have too much of that at ſea. 
With a fa la, &c, 


SONG. 


WIEN [ viſit proud Cælia juſt come from my glaſs, 
She tells me I'm fluſter'd, and look like an aſs, 
When 
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When I mean of my paſſion to pur her in mint, 
She bids me leave drinking or he'li ne'er be kin: 
That ſhe's char mingly han {ſome I very well know, 
And fois my bottle each bumper ſo too, 


And to leave my ſoul's jy, oh! 'tis nonſenſe to aſk, 


Let her go to the devil, to the devil, bring the other _— 
ff. / 


Had ſhe tax'd me with gaming and bade me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to ope I had lent her an ear, | 
Bad ſhe found out my Chloris up three pair of ſtairs, 
T had baulk'd her. and gone to St. Jamcs's to prayers; 
| Had the bid me re d homilies three times a day, 

j She, perhaps, had been humour d with little to ſay. 


| But at night to deny me my flaſk of dear red, 
Let her go to the devil, to the devil, there's no more to 
| be ſaid. 


SONG. 


B AST no more feud Love thy power, 
Mingiing paſſion, ſweet and ſour ; 

Bow to Cxlia, ſhew thy duty, 

Czlia ſways the world of beauty: 

Venus n« w muſt kneel before her, 


And admiting crouds adore her. 
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Like the ſan that gilds the morning, 
Czlia ſhines, but more adorning ; 
She like fate, can wound a love, 


Goddeſs like too, can recover: 


She can kill, or ſave from dying, 


The tranſported ſoul is flying. 


Sweeter than the blooming roſe is, 
Whiter than the falling ſnow is; 

Then ſuch eyes the great creator 
Choſe his lamp to kindle nature; 
Curſt is he that can refuſe her, 

Ah! hard fate, that I muſt loole her. 


SONG. 


ANTIVEE, tivee, tivee, tivee, high and low, 
Hark, hark how the merry, merry horn docs blow, 
As through the lanes and meadows we go, 
As puſs has run over the down : _ 
When Ringwood and Rockwood, and Jowler and Spring, 
And Thunder and Wonder made all the woods ring, 


And horſemen and footmen, hey ding, a ding ding, 


Who-envies the pleaſure and ſtate of a crown. 


Then 
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*Fhen follow, follow, follow, follow, jolly boys, 
Keep in with the beagles now whilſt the ſcent lies, 
The fiery-fac'd god was juſt-ready to riſe, 

Whoſe beams all our pleaſures controuls; 
Whilſt over the mountains a d vallies we roll, 
And Wat's fatal knell in each hollow we toll; 
And in the next cottage tope off a full bowl, 
What pleaſure like hunting can cheriſh the ſoul. 


Walk. 


Trot. 


Pace. 


SONG. 


INJ HEN for air 

I take my mare, 

And mount her firſt, 

She walks juſt thus, 

And motion flow; 

With nodding, plodding, 
Wagging, jogging, 

Daſhing, ſpliſhing, 

Snorting, ſtarting, 
Whimſically ſhe goes: 

Then whip ſtirs up, 

Trot, trot, trot; | 
Ambling then with eaſy ſlight, 
She riggles like a bride at night; 
Her ſhuffing bitch, 

Regales my britch ; 


Trot. 


4 


ane” 


Walk. 


Trot. 


LF. 
Whilſt trot, trot, trot, trot, 
Brings on the gallop, 
The gallop, the gallop, 
The gallop, and then a trot, 
Trot, trot, trot, trot, 
Straizht again up and down, 
Up and down, up and down, 


Till ſhe comes home with a trot, - 


When night dark grows. 


Juſt ſo Phillis, 


Fair as lilies, 


As her face is, 

Has her paces; 

And ia bed too, 

Like my pad too 
Nodding, plodding, 
Wagging, jogging, 
Daſhing, plaſhing, 
Flirting, ſpirting, 
Artful are all her ways: 
Heart thumps pit, pat, 
Trot, trot, trot, trot: 


Ambling then her tongue pets looſe, 
Whilſt wriggling here I preſs more cloſe : 


Ye Devil, ſhe cries, 
Fil tear your eyes. 
When main ſeiz'd, 


D 


Bum 


8 

Bum ſqueez d, 
Gallop. I gallop, I gallop, I gallop, I gallop, 
Trot. And trot, trot, trot, trot, 

Straight again up and down, 
Gallop, Up and down, up and down, 

| Till the laſt jerk with a trot, 

Trait. Ends Love's chace. 


SONG. 


Y life and my death were once in your pow'r, 
I languiſhed each moment and died ev'ry hour; 
But now your ill uſage has open d my eyes, 
I ftee my poor heart, and give others advice : 
By diſſembling and lies the coquet may be wan, 
But he that loves faithfully will be undone. 
Time was, falfe Aurelia, I thought you as bright 
As angels adorn'd in the glories of light ; 
But your pride and ingratitude now, I thank fate, 
Have taught my dull ſenſe to diſtinguiſh the cheat: 
And now [I can ſee in your face no ſuch prize, 
No charms in your perſon, no darts in your eyes. 
Fain, fain for your ſake my amours I would end, 
And the reſt of my days give my books, and my friend ; 
But another kind fair calls me fool, to deſtroy, 
For the ſake of one jilt, my whole life greateſt joy : 
| For 


1 


For tho friends, wine and books, make life diadem ſhine, 
Love, love is the jewel that makes it ſo fine. 


S$ ONG. 


1 cullies and bullies 
Of country and-town, 
To wearers and tearers, i 
* Of manteau and gown; 
All Chriſtian good people, that live round Paul's ſteeple, 
11 tell you a pleaſant caſe ; 
Hot-headed I wedded, 
At age of threeſcore, 
A flaunting young woman, 
Eighteen and no more 
Of parents I ſought her, and money ſoon bought her, 
I well might have had more grace; 
For daily at table 
She'd pout and ſhe'd ſquabble, 
And this was till all I got; 
When e'er I aſk'd why, 
She d cry, piſh, fie! 
For gold nor apparel 
I never did quarrel, 
But only you ſtarve my cat, 
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A pretty young Kitty, 
She had that could purr ; | 
»Twas gameſome and handſome, 
And had a rare furr; 
And ſtraight up I took it, and offer'd to ſtroke it, 
In hopes I ſhould make it kind: 
But louting and pouting, 
It ſtill was to me, 
Tho' Nature the creature 
5 Deſign'd ſhould be free, 
I play'd with its whiſkers, and would have had diſcourſe, 
But ah! it was dumb and blind: 
When Cloris unquiet, who knew well its diet, 
And found that I wanted that: 
- Cried, pray run fetch John, 
He's the man that can, 
When it does need it, 
Beſt knows how to feed it, 
Or gad you will ſtarve my cat. 


As fleet as my feet 
Could convey me I ſped, 
To Jonny, who many 
Times puſſy had fed; 
J told him my errand, he wanted no warrant, 
But haſted to ſhew his {kill : 
He took it to ſtroke it, 
And cloſe in his lap, 
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He laid it to feed it. 
And gave it ſome pap, 
And with ſuch a paſſion it took the collation, 
Its belly began to fill; 
And now within doors is, ſo merry my Cloris, 
She laughs and grows wonderous fat : 
And I run for John, 
Who's the man that can, 
Tho' I am at a diſtance, 
Give preſent aſſiſtance, 
To pleaſe her, and feed her cat. 


SONG. 


He. F all the comforts I miſcarried, 
When I play'd the ſot and married; 
'Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in't will fain get out on't, 


She. Fie, my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take and bind your head, 
Too much drink your brain has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 


Oons, tis all one, if I'm up or lie down, 
Jor as ſoon as the cock crows I'll be gone. 


/ 
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He. 


He. 


He. 


She. 
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Tis to grieve me, thus you leave, 
Was I. was I made a wife to lie alone, 


From your arms myſelf divorcing, 
I this morn muſt ride a cou: ſing, 
Sports that far excel a madam, 


Or all wires have been fince Adam. 


T, when thus I've loſt my due, 

Muſt hug my pillow wanting you, 

And whilſt you tope all the day, 

Regale in cups of harmleſs tea. 

Pox, what care I, drink your flop till you die, 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home, 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted, 


Ere I'll be from rambling hindered, 
I'll renounce my ſpouſe and kindred ; 
To be ſober I have no leiſure. 

What's a man without his pleaſure. 


To my grief then I muſt ſee, 

Strong ale and Nantz my rival be, 
Whilſt you tope it with your blades, 
Poor I ſits ſtitching with my maids 


He. 


- 
” 
At 4 


When I, when I ſend for yoygmy dear pray come. 


13 


He. Oons you may go to your goſſops you know, 
And there if you can meet with a friend. pray do. 
She. Go you joker, go provoker, 
Never, never ſhall I meet a man like you. 


SONG. 


WAS when Summer was roſy, | 
Ia woods and fields many a poeſy; 
When late young flaxen-bair'd Nelly, 
Was way-laid by bonny black Willy : 
He ogled her, and teiz d her, 
He ſmuggled her, and ſqueez'd her, 
He grabbled her too very near the belly ; 
She cried I never will hear ye, 
Oh lord! oh lord! I can't bear ye, 
Ye tickle, tickle ſo, tickle, tickle ſo Willy. 


Soon the fit tho' was over, 

And Nelly her breath did recover; 
When Whilly bated his wooing, 
And coolly prepared to be going : 
When Nelly tho' he teiz'd her, 
And grabbled her and ſqueez'd her, 


Cried, ſtay a little, 1 vow and ſwear I could kill ye, 
Another touch I can bear ye, 


Oh lord ! oh lord! I will hear ye, 


Then tickle me again, tickle me again, Willy. SONG. 
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SONG. 


A Dialogue ſung by a Boy and Girl, ſuppoſed Brother 


He. 


He. 


She. 


He. 


She. 


He. 


and Siſter. 


H! my deareſt, my deareſt Celide, 
Tother day I aſk'd my mother, 
Why thy lodgings chaag'd muſt be, 
Why not ſtill lie with thy brother z 
I remember well you did, 
And 1 know too what ſhe ſaid, 


Liſſis is a great boy, great boy gr own. | 


Therefore now mult lie alone. 
CHORUS. 


To part us the cuſton of modeſty votes, 


Unleſs you had breeches, 


Or you had long coats. 


I wonder what's in my little tiny breeches, 
Sure there's ſome witchcraft in the ſtitches, 


Or what devil here reſides, 


That my petcicoats thus hides, 
For I long for a kiſs, 
So do I. 


She. 


He. 


She. 
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Mother laugbs an hour or two, ben 1 
Sometimes to know why, 
A he and ſhe may not bed at our ſize, 
As well as two girls, 
Or as well as two boys: 
I will ſince I am kept from you, 
Get a wife as ſoon as may be; 
And I'll get a huſband too, 
Three times bigger than my baby 


CHORUS. 


Let's laugh then, and follow our innocent play, 
And kiſs when manima is gone out of the way: 


For I fear we ſhall cry, when we know 
Tis all that a brother and ſiſter can do, 


/ 


WHEN Sylvia in bathing, her charms does expoſe, 
The pretty.banquet dancing under her noſe 


SONG, 


My heart is juſt ready to part from my ſoul, 
And leap from the Ga—'ry into the bowl: 


- Each day I provide too, 
A bribe for her guide too, 
And gave her a crown, 


To bring me the water where ſhe ſat down; 
: * \ ; E ” 


Let | 


1 
Let crazy phyſicians think pumping a cure, 
Taat virtue is doubtful, but Sylvia's is ſure. 


The Fidlers I hire to play ſomething ſablime, 
And all the while throbbing my heart beats to time; 
She enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe when ſhe goes, 
That who it is addreſs'd to, ſtraight ev'ry one knows; 
Would I were a vermin, 
Call'd one of her chairmen, 
Or ſerv'd as a guide; 
Tho! ſhew d as they do a'darnn'd tawny hide, 
Or elſe like a pebble at bottom could lie, 
To ogle her beauties, how happy were TI. 


SONG. 


[JPON a ſunſhine ſummer's day, 

When every tree was green and gay: 
The morning bluſt'd with Phoebus ray, 
Juſt then aſcending from the ſea : 
As Sylvia did a hunting ride. 
A lovely cottage he eſp'y; 


When lovely Cloe ſpinning ſat, 
And {till he turn'd her wheel about. 
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Her face a thouſand graces crown, 
Her curling hair was lovely brown; 
Her rolling eyes all hearts did win, 
And whitc as down of ſwans her ſkin; 
So taking her plain dreſs appears, 

Her age not paſſing ſixteen years; 
The ſwain lay fighing at her foot, 
Yet (till ſhe turn d her wheel about. 


Thou ſweeteſt of thy tender kind, 

Cries he, this neer can ſuit thy mind; 

Such grace attracting noble loves, 

Was ne'er deſign'd for woods and groves : 

Come, come with me, to court my dear, ; 

Partake my love and honour there ; 4 

And leave this rural ſordid rout, | 1 
And turn no more thy wheel about. 


As this, with ſome few modeſt ſighs, 
She turn'd to him her charming eyes; 
Ah! tempt me, fir, no more he cries, 
Nor ſeek my weakneſs to ſurpriſe : 
J know your art's to be believ'd, 

I know how virgins are deceiv'd ; 
Then let me thus my life wear out, 
And turn my harmleſs wheel about, 


- —— — — — — 
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By that dear panting breaſt, cries he, 
And yet unſeen divinity; 

Nay, by my ſoul, that reſts in thee, 
T {wear this cannot, muſt not be: 
Ah! cauſe not my eternal woe, 

Nor kill the man that loves thee ſo ; 
But go with me, and eaſe my doubt, 
And turn no more thy wheel about. 


His cunning tongue fo play'd its part, 

He gain'd admiſſion to her heart 2 

And now ſhe thinks it is no ſio, 

To take love's fatal poiſon in : 

But ah ! too late ſhe found her fault, 
For he her charms has ſoon forgot; 

And left her ere the year run out, 

In tears to turn her wheel about. 


SONG. 


ARK the cock crow'd, *tis day all abroad, 
And looks like a jolly fair morning; 
Up Roger and James, and drive out your teams, 
Up quickly to carry the corn in: 
Davy the drowſy, and Barnaby browſy, 
At breakfaſt we'll flout and we'll jear, boys; 
$luggards ſhall chatter, with ſmall-beer and water, 
Wnilſt you ſhall tope off the March beer, boys. 


E 


Laſſes that ſnore for ſhame give it o'er, 
Mouth open the flies will be blowing; 
To get us ſtout Hum when Chriſtmas is come, 
Away where the barley is mowing : 
In your ſmock ſleeves too, go bind up the ſheaves too, 
With nimble young Rowland and Harry; 
Then when work's over, at night give cach lover, 
A hugg and a buſs in the dairy. 


Two for the mow, and two for the plough, 

| Is then the next labour comes after; 

I'm ſure I hir'd four, but if you want more, 
I'll ſend you my wife and my daughter: 

Roger the truſty, tell Rachel the luſty, 
The barn's a brave place to ſteel garters 

*Twixt her and you then, contrive up the mow then, 
And take it at night for your quarters. 


SONG. 


John. CoM E Jug, my honey, let's to bed, 
It is no Sin, ſin. We are wed; 

For when I am near thee, by deſire 

I burn like any coa! of fire. 


* bn 1 
neee e. 


Jug 
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Jug. 


* 


CHO. 


: Jobn. 


7ug: 


CHO. 
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To quench thy flames 1'11 ſoon agree, 


Thou art the ſun, and I the ſea; 
All night within my arms ſhalt be, 


And riſe each morn as freſh as he. 


Come on then, and couple together, s 
Come all, the old and the young, 

The ſhort and the tall 3 

The richer than Crceſus, 

And poorer than Job, 

For *tis wedding and bedding, 


That people's the globe. 


My heart and all at thy command, 
And thu! Pve never a foot of land, 
Yet (ix fat ewes, and one milch cow, 


I think, my Jug, is wealth enow. 


A wheel, ſix platters and a ſpoan, 

A jacket edg'd with blue galloon ; 

My coat, my ſmock is thine, and ſhall 
And ſomething under beſt of all. 


Come on then, &c. 


SONG, 
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SONG, 


Dr take the wars that hurried Willy from me; 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn, 
They made him Captain ſure to undoe me, 
Woe is me, he'll ne er return; 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run; 
Day and night I did invite, 
To ſtay fafe from the ſword and gun: 


J us'd alluring graces, 

With muckle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 

And had he my ſoft arms, 


Preferr'd to war's alarms: 
By love grown mad, without the man of Gad, 
I fear in my fit, I had granted all. 


I waſh'd and patch'd to make me look provoking, 
Snares that they told me would catch the men; 

And on my head a huge commode ſat cocking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again : 

For a new gown too, I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flowers did ſhine; 

My love might well think me gay and bonny, | 
No Scotch laſs was e'er ſo fine. | | | 


—ÿ! —— 


"ET WF. 
My petticoats I f potted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted, 


Lace ſhoes, and ſilk hoſe, Garter full over knee; 


But oh ! the fatal thought, 
To Willy thele were nought, 


Who rid to towns, and riffled with dragoons, 
When he ſilly loon might have plunder d me. 


PO BY 


He. 


She. 


He. 


She. 
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SONG. 


HERE oxen do low, 
And apples do grow, 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs is mown ; 
Where pigeons do fly, 
And rooks neſtle high; 
Fate give me for life a place: 
Where hay is well cock'd, 
And udders are ſtrok'd; 
Where duck and drake, 
Cry quack, quack, quack! 
Where Turkies lay eggs, 
And ſows ſuckle pigs, 
Oh! there I would paſs my days. 
Oa novght we will feed, 
But what we do breed; 


And 
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And wear on our backs, 
He. The wool of our flocks; 
She. And tho? linen feel 

Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 

Tis cleanly tho? coarſe it comes. 

He. Town follies and cullies, 

And Mollics and Dollies, 

For ever adien, and for ever; 
She. And beaus that in boxes 

Lie ſmuggling their doxies, 

With wigs that hang dowa to their bums, 


He. Good buy'e to the mall, 
The park and canal, 
St. James's ſquare, 
And flaunters there: 
The gaming-houſe too, 
Where high dice and low, 
Are manag'd by all degrees: 
She. Adieu to the knight, 
Was bubbled laſt night, 
That keep a blowz, 
And beats his,ſpouſe; | 
And now in great haſte, 
To pay what he's loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his trees: 
He, And well fare the lad, 
She, Improves ev'ry clad, ' 
nt 1% 3 


He. 


She. 


He. 


She. 


| He. 


She 


He. 
- She. 
He. 


J 
That ne'er ſet his hand, 
To bill or to bond, 
Nor batter'd his flocks, 
For wine or the pox, 


To chouſe him of half his days: 


Bur fiſhing and fewling, 


And hunting and bowling, 


His paſtime is ever and ever 

Whoſe lips when you buſs em, 
Smell like the bean bloſſom, 

Oh, he 'tis that ſhall have my praiſs 
To taverns where goes, 

Sour apples and (lots, 

A long adieu! 

And farewell too, 

The houſe of the great, 

W hoſc cook has no meat; 


And butler can't quench my thick, 


Good buy'e to the change, 
Where rantepoles range; 
Farewell cold te, 

And rattifee, 

Hyde-park too, where pride 
In coaches do ride. 


Altho they're choak'd with duſt. 


Farewell the law gown, 
The plague of the town; 
And focs of che crown, 
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That ſhould be run down, 
She, Wich city jack-dawsz 
That mike ſtaple-laws, 
To meaſure by yards aud ells, 


He: Stock jobbers and ſwabbers, 
And packers and tackers, 


For ever adicu, and for ever, 
CHORUS. 


We know what yau're doing 
And home we're both going, 
And ſo you may ring the bells. 


SONG. 


A Tory, a Wig, and a moderate man, 
Oer a tub of ſtrong ale 
Meet, in Ayleſbury vale, ; 
Where there liv'd a plump laſs they call'd buxom > 
The Tory, a Londoner proud and high, 
The Wig was a tradeſman plaguy fly; 
The Trimmer, a farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their ſuit began: 
Pretty Nancy we're come to put in our claim, 
Relolv'd upon wedlock's pleaſing game; 
8 F 2 Here's 
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Here's Jacob the big, 
And William the Wig, 
And Roger the grigg, 
Jolly lads as e er was buckled tn girdle faſt; 
| Say which you will chuſe, 
To tie with a nooſe, 
For a wife we mult carry whate'er comes on't, 
| Ihen think upon't, 
You'll never be ſorr w when you've done't, 


Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt, 
Then tell us'who pleaſes belt. 


The laſs who was not of the motion fly, 
The ripe years of her life 
B.ing twenty and five: 
To the words of her lovers ſtraight made reply; 
I find you believe me a girl worth gold, 
And I know too you like my copyhold ; 


And ſince fortune favours the briſk and the bold, 


One of ye I mean to try. 
But I'm not for you nor S——'s cauſe, 
Nor you with your H—y's hums and haws 
No Jacob the big, U 
Nor William the whig, 
But Roger the grigg, 


With his mirth and mildneſs happily pleaſe me can ; 


"Tis him I will chuſe, 


For the conjugal nooſe ; 


And 
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80 that you the church bully may rave and rant. 
And you may can, 
Till both are impeach'd in parliament; 
'Tis union and peace that the nation does want, 
So I'm for the moderate man. 


SONG, 


ONE Sunday at St. James's prayers, 
The Prince and Princeſs by, 

I dreſs'd with all my whalcbone airs, 
Sate in the cloſer nigh : 

I bent my knee, I held my book, 
I read the anſwers o'er, 

But was preverted by a look, 
That pierc'd me from the door. 


High thoughts of heaven I came to ule, 
And bleſt devotion there, 
Which gay young Strephon made me looſe, 
And other raptures ſhare ; 
He watch'd to lead me to my chair, 
And bow'd with courtly grace, 
But whiſpered love iuto my ear, 
To warm for that grave place. 


Loro 
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Love, love, eried he, by all ador'd, 


My fervent heart has won; 

But I grown peviſh at that word, 
Deſir'd he would be gone: 

He went, whilſt I, that look d his way, 
A kinder anſwer meant, 

And did for all my fins that day, 
Not half ſo much repeut. 


SONG. 
REAT Lord Frog to Lady Mouſe, 
Croakledom hee, croakle dom ho; 
Dwelling near St. James's houſe, 
Cocky mi, chari ſhe; 
Rode to make his court one day, 
In the merry month of May, 
When the ſun ſhone bright and pay, 
Twiddle come twerdle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Counteſs y' have three daughters fine, 
Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 


I'd fain make the youngeſt mine, 


Cocky mi, chari ſne: 
I'm well made as ever was male, 


Only bating one ſimple ail; 


Pox.upon't I've never a tail, 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. 
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Wellcome noble peer to town, 

Croakledom hee, croakled-m ho; 

III ſtraight call my darling down, 
Cocky mi, chart ſhe: 

So much wealth will ſure prevail, 
Yet I wiſh that you might not fail 
Your fine Lordſhip had a tail; 

Twiddle come twecdle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Here ſhe comes ſhall be my ſpouſe; 
Croakledom hee, croakledum ho; 
If hell deign to grace my houſe, 

Cocky mi, chari ſhe: 
I've a head where love can plant, 
Tho? a trifling tail I want; 
Will you fair one a liking grant, 

Twiddle come tweedle twee. 

| Miſs Meiſe. 

I can ne'er to one conſent, 
Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 
Wants that needful ornament, 

Cocky mi. chari ſhe: 
Uncle Rat too fo well known, 
That a ſwinger has on's own, 
Ne'er will let me wed with none, 2 
wo 4 widdle come tweedle twee. Lorg 
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Lord Frog, 
Sing I can't, my voice is low, 
Croakledom hee, croakledom ho 
But for dancing dare Santlow, 
Cocky mi, chari ſhe: 
Thaa altho' my bum be bare, 
All muſt own *tis ſmooth and fair; 
T've no ſcares of Venus there, 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe. 


When we treat you at our cheeſe, | 
Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 1 
All that naked part one ſees, 
Cocky mi, chari me: 


. 


Cover d cloſe we creep and crawl, 
When you ſwim or diving fall , 


Fie for ſhame, you ſhew us all 21 
Twiddle come tweele twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Since y' are on theſe lofty ſtrains, 
Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 
I'll get one ſhall value brains, 

Cocky mi, chari ſhe. 
Miſs Mouſe. 

Now your Lordſhip idly prates ; 

Thoſe that will have conſtant mates, 
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Muſt have tails as well as pates, 


T widdle come tweedle twee. 


SONG. 


PHILLIS when your ogling eye, 
Betrays your wauton vauity, 

Rail not if a ſtandard by, | 
Does all your thoughts explain 

When you prim or ſcrew. your face, 

. Or flutter in fantaſtic dreſs, | 

Blame not wit if rhimes expreſs, 
The vice of things ſo vain: 

If you would be fam d for ſenſe, 

And ſcrupe ſeverity of pen, 

Lay by your pride, and ſtill provide 
For graces of the mind: 

For let virtue, like the ſan; 

Extend its rays when all is done, 

*Tis very rare the wiſe and fair, 
To meet in woman - kiud. 


s Oo NG. 
HAT s the worth of ſenſe or living, 


If we ſtint ourſelves of bliſs; 
© Ws G 
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Grief is but a ſelf deceiving, 


Chuſing may be for what is: 
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Dos'd all night, and daily weeping, 


Zealots think to heaven to climb; 


Thus with can ing and with ſleeping, 
The poor ſots loſe all their time. 


Give me love, and give me wine too, 


For life's cares to make amends; 
Wit and poetry divine too, 


And a charming female friend: 


In a moral honeft ſtation, 


To my grave in peace I'll go; 
- Let the bug Predeftination, 


Fright the fools no better know. 


SONG. 


HE world was huſh'd, and nature lay, 


Lull'd ia a ſoft repoſe; 


As I in tears refleting lay 


On Chloe's faithlefs vows: 


The:God of Love all gay appear'd, 


To heal my wounded heart; 


New pangs of Joy my ſoul endear'd, 
And pleaſure charm'd each part: 
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Fon man, fiid he, here ends thy woe, 
Till they my power and juſtice know, 
Tae fooliſh {ex will all do fo. 


Bat for thy eaſe, believe no bliſs 
Is per ſect without pain; 
The faireſt ſummer hurtful is, 
Without ſome ſhowers of rain ; 
The joys of heaven, who would prize, 
If men too cheaply bought? 
The deareſt pait of mortal j ys, 
Moſt charming is when ſought : 


And though with droſs true love they pay, 
Thoſe that know fineſt metal (ay, 


No gold will coiu without allay. 


But that he generous lover may, 
Not always ſigh in vain ; 
Tue cruel nymph that kills to-day, 
To-morrow ſhall be (lain : 
The little God no ſooner ſpoke, 
But from my ſight he flew ; 
And I that groan'd with Chloe's yoke, 
Found Love's revenge was true: 
Her proud hard heart too late did turn, 
With fiercer flames than mine did burn, Shiner 4 
Whilſt i as much began to ſcorn. | 
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MUG, rich and fantaſtic old F umbler was known, 

That wedded a juicy briſk girl of the town; 
Her face like an angel, fair, plump, and a maid, 
Her lure well in tune too, could he but have play d: 
But loſt was his ſkill let him do what he can, 
She finds him in bed a weak ſilly old man; 
He coughs in her ear, 'tis in vain to come on, 
Forgive me, my dear, I'm a ſilly old man 


She laid his dry hand on her ſnowy ſoft breaſt; 

And from thoſe white hills gave a glimpſe of the beſt; 
But ah! what is age when our youth's but a ſpan, 
She found him an infant inſtead of a man: 

Ah! pardon, he'd cry, that I'm weary ſo ſocn, 

You have let down my baſe, I'm no longer in tune ; 
Lay by the dear inſtrument, prithee lie ſtill, 

I can play but one leſſon, and that I play ill. 


SONG. 
HEN the kine had giv'n a pail full, 
And the ſheep came bleating home; 
Doll, who knew it would be healthful, 
Went a walking with young T om: 
Hand in hand, ſir, 
O'er the land, ſir, 
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As they walked to and fro; 
Tom made jolly love to Dolly, 
But was an{wer'd, no, no, no, no, &c. 


Faith, ſays Tom, the time is fitting, 
We ſhall never get the like; 

You can never get from knitting, 
Whilſt I'm digging in the dike : 

f Now we're gone too, 

And alone too, 

No one by to ſee or know; 
Come, come, Dolly, prithee ſhall [? 


Süll ſhe anſwer'd, no, no, no, no, &c. 


Fie upon you men, quoth Nelly, 
In what ſnares you'd make us fall; 
You'll get nothing but the folly, 
But I ſhall get the Devil and all: 
Tom with ſobs, | 
And ſome dry bobs, 
Cried, you're a fool to argue ſo; 
Come, come, Dolly, ſhall I, (hall I ? 
Still ſhe anſwer d, no, no, no, no, &c. 


To the tavern then he took her, 
Wine to Love s a friend confeſt; 
By the hand he often ſhook her, 
Aud drank brimmers to the beſt, &c. 
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Doll grew warm, 
And ihought no harm; 
ill after a briſk. pint or two, 
To what he ſaid the filly maid, 
Could hardiy bring out, no, no, no, no, &. 


Me ſwore he u as the prettieſt fellow 


In tiie country or the town, 


Aud began to grow ſo mello-]. 3 


Om the couch he laid her down | 
Tom came to her, 
For to woe her, 
Thinking this the time to try: 
Some Ring puſt fo kiad at laſt, 
Ter no was chang'd te I, I, L. I, I, &c. 


Coſtly then they join'd their faces, 
Lovers you know what I mean; 
Nor could ſhe hinder his embraces, ; 1 
Love was now too far got in; 
Both now lying, 
Paating, dying, 
Calms ſuccecd the Rormy joy, 
Tom would fain renew't again, 


Aud ſhe conſents with 1, I, I, I, 1, I. Kc. 
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SONG. 
C and ra the North did blow, 
Bleak in the morning early; 
All the trees were hid in ſnow, 
Dagl'd by winter yearly: 
When coming riding over a knough, 
I met with a farmer's davghter ; 
Roſy cheeks and bonny brow, 
Good faith made my mouth to water. 


Down J vail'4 my bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my breeding: 

She return'd a graceſul bow, 
A viſage far excceding: 

T aſk'd her where ſhe went ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to begin a parley; 

She told me un'o the next market town 
A pur poſe to ſell her barley. 


Ia this purſe, ſweet ſoul, ſaid I, 
Twenty pounds lie fairly; 

Seek no farther one to buy, 

For l'ſe take all thy barley:: 


5 Twenty more ſhall buy delight, 


Thy perſon I love ſo dearly; 


If thou would(t ſtay with me all night, 


And go home in the morning early. 
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If twenty pounds could buy the globe, 
- Quoth ſhe, this I'd not do, ſir; 

Or were my kin as poor as ſob, 
I would not raiſe em fo, fir : 

For ſhould I be to night your friend, 
We'ſt get a young kid together; 

And you'd be gone ere the nine months end, 
And where ſhould I fiad a father ? 


I told her I had wedded been, 
Fourteen years and longer; 

Or elſe I'd chooſe her for my queen, 
Aud tie the knot much ſtronger : 

She bid me then no farther roam, 
But manage my wedlck fair'y ; 

And keep my purſe for ſpouſe at home, 
For ſome other ſhould have her barley, 


SONG 
To the former Tune. 


Beau dreſs'd fine met Miſs divine, 

Refolv'd to court and woo her, 
Wich kiſs and hat, yet ſhe all that 

Thought little good could do her, 
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She gave a frown, but would not own 
His love for all that pother ; 
Her brain did ſoar at ſomething more, 
A little of one with t'other. 


You may, fir, ſkip my hand and lip, 

That bear your idle kiſſing; 

Your barren ſuit will yield no fruit, 
If ſomething elſe be miſſing : 

I won't diſpute, you may ſalute 
Your ſiſter, or your mother; 

But who refined his joys muſt join 
A little of one with t'other. 


To'cheat me thus, like Tantalus, 
It makes me pine with plenty; 
With ſhadows ſtore, and nothing more, 
Your ſubſt.nce is too dainty : | 
A flow'ry tree is like to thee, 
And but a blooming lover ; 
Flowers get fruit, or elſe be mute, 


A little of one with t'other. | þ 


Sharp join'd with flap, there's mirth in that, 
A low note and a higher; 


The alt and mean, with ſuge between, 
Such muſic we dcfire; 
1 H 
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All of one ſtring does loathing bring, 
Change is good Muſic's mother, 


Then le we my (age, and ſound my baſe. 
A little of one with t'other. 


No warmth deſire without a fire, 
No bargain without writing; 
In rapture then clap too your pen, 
You were before inditing : 
Aud if I take the lines you make, 
As from a willing lover; 
Like lawyers deal. firſt write, then ſeal, 
A little of one with t'other. 


No greater truth could warm the youth, 
The lady's breath was roly ; 
He laid her down on flow'ry ground, 
To treat her with a pocly : 
And whilſt in haſte he claſpt her faſt, 
And did with kiſſes ſmother, 
She cried, my heaven, you've ſweetly given, 
A little of one with t'other, 


SONG, 


Or noble race was Shinking,, 
The line of Owen Tudor, 


— 59 J 


Thum, thum, thum, thum, 
But her renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel love purſu'd her. 


Fair Winny's eyes bright ſhinning, 
And lily breaſts alluring : 

Poor ſenkins' heart, with fatal dart, 
Have wouuded paſt all curing. 


Her was the prettieſt fellow, 
At foot-ball or at cricket; 
At hunting chace, or nimble race, 
Cats-plut how her could prick it, do 


But now all joys are flying, 


All pale and wane her cheeks too, 
Her heart ſo aches, her quite forſakes 
Her herrings and her lecks too. 


No more muſt dear Metheglin, 
Be top'd at good Montgomery; 
And if Love's fore, ſmarts one week more, 
Adieu cream-cheele and flomery. 
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R&cHT was the morning, cool was the air, 
Serene was all the ſky, 
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When on the waves I left my dear, 
The cent:e of my joy: 

Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 
And nothiug ſad but I, 


Each roſy field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore; 
Each river god roſe from his bed, 
And ſigh'd and cwu'd her power: | 
Curling their waves they deck'd their heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 


So when the fair Egyptian queen, 
Her hero went to lee; 

| Cidmus ſwell'e oer his banks in pride, 
As much in love as he: 

Cidmus {well'd, &c. 


_ Glide on ye waters, bear theſe lines, 
And tell how much dititreſs'd 
Bear all my ſighs ye gentle winds, 
And waft 'em to her breaſt 
Tell her if &cr ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſhall have reſt, 


so. 
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TH clock had ſtruck, faith J cannot tell What, 
gut morning had come at Grey as a cat; 
Cock and hens from their rooſts did fly, 
Grunting hogs too had left their ſtye; 
When in a vale, | 
Carryicg a pail, 
Cicely her new lover met, dapper Harry; 
Firſt they kiſs'd, 
Then ſhook fiſt, 
Then talk'd as tools do that juſt were to marry 


Zooks, cried Harry, I can't but think, 

Now we are come to wedlock brink ; 

How pure a ſtock *twill be, how fine, 

When you put your good mark to mine; 

| Ciſs at that, 

Glowing hot, 

Buſs'd him as if ſhe*d have burnt him to tinder ; 
Thus they woo, 
But ſee how, 

Damu'd fate contriv'd now the .bargain to hinder, 


Cicely had got a cold, I ſuppoſe 

And *twixt her fingers was blowing her noſe; 
Harry, that linen too wanted I doubt, 

Lent her his gloves, to ſcrve for a clout ; 
Scraping low, 

Manners to ſhew, 


And 
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And tell her how much he was her adorer: 
Pray mark the j the, 
Leather thong broke, 
And breeches fell do vn to his ancles before her, 


Cicely who ſaw him thus diſtreſt, 
Pu ls off her garters of woollen liſt ; 
And with a ſly and leering look, 
Gave it to mend what was broke; 
Fumbling he, 
Could not ſee, 
What he diſcover'd, tho? e'er he had tied all: 
For juſt before, | 
Shirt was tore, 
And as the Devil would have't ſhe had ſpy'd all, 


She then gave him ſo cold a look, 
Diſcontent it plainly ſpot; 
And running from him near à mile, 
He overtook her near a ſtyle : 
Too much haſte, 
Milk doth caſt, 
And topſy turvy ſhe fell on her pole with't: 
He ſceing that, 
Run with's hat, 
But could not cover her c— for his ſou] with't , 


Have 
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Have you not ſeen at noon d y, 

The ſun i glorious face diſplay 

So Cicely ſhone with beauty's rays, 

Re flectiug from her poſtern graces ; 
Till at laſt, 
Struggling paſt, 

Wide fpraw'ing legs were again ſet in order: 
But poor Hall, 
Since her fall, 

Stood juſt like one found guilty of murder. 


The God of Love or elſe Old Nick, 
Sure had deſign'd this deviliſh trick, 
To make the bridegroom and the bride, 
With themſelves diſſatisfied 
| She grown coy, 

Call d him boy, 

He getting from her, cried, zouns, your is a rouzer: 
Foh, ſhe cried, 
By things ſpied, 

She had as live a mere baby ſhould eſpouſe her 
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I AM a. cunning conſtable, 
And a bag of warrants I have here, 


To 
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But no- a- days they're grown ſo cunning, 
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To preſs ſufficient men, and able, 


At Horn caſlle to appear: 


That hearing of this martial ſtrife ; 
They all away from hence are running, 
Where 1 miſs the man, I'll preſs the wife. 


Ho, who's at home? Lo, here am I, 
Good-morrow neighbours. Welcome, firs 
Whereis your huſband ? Why, truly, 
He's gone abroad a journey far: 


Do you not know when he comes back? 


See how thcle co ards fly for life! 
The King for ſolciers mult not ;ack, 
If I miſs the man, I'll take the wile. 


Shew me by what authority 

You do it, pray fir, let me know; 
It is ſufficient for to ſee, 

The warrant hangs in bag below: 
Then pull it out, if it be ſtrong. 

With you I will not ſtand at ſtrife: 


My warrant is as broad as long, 


If I loſe the man, I'll preſs the wife. 


Now you have preſs'd me and are gone, 
Pleaſe you but let me know your name; 


- 


That 
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That when my huſband he comes home, 
TI may declare to him the ſame: 
My name is Captain Ward, I ſay, 
I n&er fear'd man in all my life; 
The King for ſoldiers muſt not ſtay, 
Miſling the man, T'll preſs the wife. 


SONG. 


NE long Whitſun holiday, 
Holiday, holiday, twas a jolly day; 
' Young Ralph, buxom Phillida, Phillida, welladay, 
Met in the peas : 
They long had community, 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Joyful unity, nought but opportunity, 
Scanting was wantinz their boſoms to caſe; 
But now fortune's cruelty, cruelty, © 
You will ſee, for as they lie 
In cloſe hug, Sir Domine, gemini ! gemini ! 
Clhanec d to come by; 
He read prayers i'th' family, 
No way now to frame a lie, 
They ſcar'd at od Homily, Homily, Homily, 
Both away fly. 


I Home 
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Home, ſoon as he faw the ſight, full of ſpite, 

As a kite, runs the recubite, | 

Like a noiſy hyyocrite, hypocrite, hypocrite, 
Miſchief to fay ; 

Save he, would fair Phillida, Phillida, Phillida, 

Dreſs d that holiday, 

But por Ralph, ah! \. elladay ! welladay! welladay! 
Turn'd was away, | 

Ads nige, cries Sir Domini, gemini! gemini ! 

Shall a rogue ſtay, 

To baulk me as commonly, commonly, commonly, 

| Has been the way ? | 

No: I ſerve the family, 

They know nought to blame me by, 

I'll read prayers and homily, homily, homily, 
Three times a-day. 


SONG af 


HUS Damon knock'd at Cælia's door, 
Thus Damon knock'd at Cælia's door, 
Fe ſigh'd and begg'd, and wept and ſwore, 
The ſign was ſo, ſhe anſwer d no, 
The ſign was fo, ſhe anſwer'd no, no, no. 


Again he ſigh'd, agzin he pray'd, 
No, Damon, no, no, no, no, I am afraid; 


Conſider 
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Conſider, Damon, I'm a maid, , 
Conſider, Damon, no, no, no, no, no, no, I'm a maid. 


At laſt his ſighs and tears made way, 
She roſe and ſoftly turn'd the key; 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but dy not, do not ſtay, 
I may conclude you will be rude; 
But if you are you may: 
I may con. lule you will be rude, 
But if you are you may. 


SONG. | | 4 


T HE world is a bubble and full of decoys, | 
Her glittering p'eaſures are flattering toys; 1 


The which in themſelves no true happineſs brings, 
Rich rubics, nay diamonds, chains, jewels, and rings: 5 
They are but as dro's, and in time will decay, 
So will virgin beauty, ſo will virgin beauty, 
Tho! never ſo gay. _ 
Then boaſt not young Phillis*becauſe thou art fair, 
Soft roſes ang lilics more beautiful are 
Then ever thou walt, when they in their prime, 
And yet do they fade in a very ſhoit time: 
All temporal glories in time will decay, 
So will virgin beauty, ſo will virgin beauty, 
Tho' never ſo gay. 
12 Since 
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Since all things are changing and nothing will laſt, 


Since years, months, and minutes, thy beauty will blaſt, 


Like flowers that fade in the fall of the leaf, 

Afford me thy favour and pity my grief: 

Ere thy youth and thy beauty does clearly depart, 

For thou art my jewel, for thou art my jewel, 
The joy of my heart. 


I value not riches, for riches I have, 
I value not honour, no honour I crave; 
But what thou art able to bleſs me withal ; 


And if by thy frowns to deſpair I ſhould fall, 
Then farewel thoſe joys which ſo long I have ſought ; 


To languiſh in ſorrow, to languiſh in ſorrow, 
Alas! I am brought. : 


I come not to flatter, as many have done, 

Afford me a ſmile, or, my dear, J ſhall run 

Deſtracted, as being diſturb'd in mind, 

Then now, now or never be loving and kind : 

This day thou canſt cheriſh my ſorrowful ſtate, 

To-morrow, ſweet jewel, to-morrow, ſweet jewel, 
It may be too late. | 


You know that young women has rail'd againſt men, 


And counted them falſe and baſe flätterers, when 


We find that your ſex are as cruel to us, 
Or elſe you would never have tortur'd me thus : 


e 


As 


C 69 J 


As now you have done by your darts of diſdain, 


You know that I love you, you know that I love you, 
Yet all is in vain. 


ANSWER 


OW dry up thy tears, and no longer exclaim, 
Againſt thy fair beautiful Phillis by name; 
Who never as yet was acquainted with love; 


Yet here I declare by the powers above, 
I cannot be cruel to one that is true, 


Wherefore bid thy ſorrows, wherefore bid thy ſorrows, 
For ever adicu. 


With all the affection that words can expreſs, 

J freely ſurrender, and can do no leſs ; 

When as I conſider in every degree, 

How loyal and faithful thou haſt been to me, 

1 cannot be cruel to one that is true, | 

And ſo bid thy ſorrows, and fo bid thy ſorrows, 
For ever adicu. 


SONG. 


YOU that delight in a jocular ſong, 
Come liften unto me awhile, ſir; 
| I will 


Sp 
I will engage you ſhall not tarry long, 
Before it ſhiil make you to ſmile, fir: 
Near to the town there liv'd an old man, 
Had three pretty maids to his daughters; 
Of whom | will tell ſuch a {tory anon, 
Will tickle your fancy wi h laughter. 


The old man had in his garden a pond, , 
Twas in very fine ſummer weather; 

The daugh'ers one nigh: they were all very fond, 
To go and bathe in it together: 

Which they agreed; but happen'd to be 

Oeerheard by a youth in the houſe, fir ; 
Who got in the garden, and climb'd by a tree, 
And there ſate as {till as moute, ſir. 

The branch where he ſate it hung over the pond, 
At each puff of wind it did totter; 

Pleas'd with the thoughts he ſhould ſit abſcond, 
And ſee them go into the water: | 

When the old man was ſafe in his bed, 
The daughters then to the pond went, fir; 


One to the other two, laughing, ſhe ſaid, 
As high as our bubbies we'll venture. 


Upon the tender green graſs they ſate down, 
(T hey all were of delicate features) ; 

Each pull d of her p-tticoat, ſmock, and gown, 
No ſight it could ever be ſwecter: Into 
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Tato the pond then dabbling they went, 
So clean that they necded no waſhing ; 
But they were all ſo un uckily bent, 


Like boys they began to be daſhing. 


If any body ſhould ſee us, ſays one, 
They'd think we were boding of evil; 
And from the ſight of us quickly would run, 
And avoid ſo many white devils : 
This put the youth in a merry pin, 
Ke let go his hold thro? his laugh: er ; 
And as it fell out, he fell tumbling in, 
And ſcai'd them all out of the water, 


The old wan by this time a noiſe had heard, 
And roſe out of bed in a fright, fir; 
And came to the door with a ruſty old ſword, 
There ſtood in a poſture to fight, ſir: 
The daughters they all came tumbling in, 
And over their dad the; did blunder; 
Whe cried out aloud, mercy, good gentlemen, 
And thought they were thieves come to plunder. 


The noiſe by this time the neighbours had heard, 
Who came with long clubs to aſſiſt him; 

He told him three bloody rogues run up ſtairs, 
He dar'd by no means to reſiſt them: 

For they were cloathe d all in their buff, 


He ſaw as they ſhov'd in their ſhoulders ; And 
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And black bandaleer hung before them, like aruff, 
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Which made him believe they were ſoldiers. 


The virgins their cloaths in the garden had left, 
And keys of their trunks in their pockets; 
To put on the ſheets they were fain to make ſhift, 
Their chef they could not unlock it : 

At laſt ventur'd up theſe valiant men, 
Thus arm'd with courage undaunted ; 

But took them for ſpirits, and ran down again, 
And {wore that the houſe it was haunted. 


As they retreated the young man they met, 


Come ſhivering in at the door, ſir; 
Who look'd like a rat, with his cloaths dropping wet, 
No rogu that was pump d could look worſe, fir: 
All were amaz'd to ſee him come in, 
And aſk'd of him, What was the matter? 


He told them the ſtory, and where he had been, 


Which ſet them all in a laughter, 


Quoth the old dad, I was in a huff, 
And reckon'd to cut them aſunder ; 
Thinking they had been three ſoldiers in buff, 
That came here to rifle and plunder ; 


But 


E 


But they are my daughters whom I loved, 
All frighted from private diverſion : 
Therefore I'll put up my ruſty. old ſword, 

For while ſhould 1 be in a paſſion. 


SONG, 


A NDREW and Maudlin, Rebecca and Will, 
Margaret and Thomas, and Jockey and Mary, 
Kate o'th' kitchen, and Kit of the mill, 

Dick the plough man, and Joan of the Dairy, 

| To folace their lives, and to ſweeten their labour, 
All met on a time with a pipe and a tabor. 


Andrew was cloathed in ſhepherd's grey, 
And Will had put on his holiday jacket; 
Beck had a coat of popin-jay, 
And Madge had a ribbon hung down to her placket ; 
Meg and Mell in frize, Tom and Jockey in leather, 
And ſo they began all to foot it together. | 


Their heads and their arms about them they flung, 
With all the might and force they had; 

Their legs were like flays, and as looſely hung, 
They cudgel'd their a—s as it they were mad 

| Their faces did ſhine, and their fires did kindle, 

| While the maids they did trip and turn like a ſpindle. 
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Andrew chuck d Maudlin under the chin, 


Simper ſhe did like a furmity kettle ; 

The twang of whoſe blubber lips made ſuch a din, 
As if her chaps had been made of bell-metal ; 

Kate laughed heartily at the ſame ſmack, 

And loud ſhe did anſwer it with a bum-crack. 


As no Whitſun ale there &'er yet had been, 


Such frayſters and friſkers as theſe lads and laſſes; 
From their faces the ſweat ran down to be ſeen, | 
But ſure I am much more from their a—s; ; 


For had you bur ſeen it, you then would have ſworn, 


You never beheld the like fince you was born. 


Here they did fling, and there they did hoiſt, 


Here a hot breath, and there went a favour ; 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt, 

Here they did ſimper, and there they did ſlaver; 
Here-was a hand, and there was a placket, 


Whilſt, hey ! there Nleeves went flicket-a-flacket. 


The dance being ended, they ſweat and they ſtunk, 
The maideus did ſmirk it, the youngſters did kiſs 'em; 
Cakes and ale flew about, they clapp'd hands and drunk, 
They lavgh'd and they gigl'd until they bepiſt em; 
They laid the girls down, and gave them a green mandle, 
While their breaſts and their bellies went pintle a pantle. 


SONG. 
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HEN Herold was invaded, 
And, falling, loft his crown ; 
And Norman William waded | 
Through gore to pull him down : 
When countries round, with fear profound, 
To mend their ſad condition ; 
And lands to ſave, baſe homage gave, 
Bold Kent made no ſubmiſtion. 
CHORUS. 
Sing, ſing in praiſe of men of Keut, 
So loyal, brave, and free; 
Mongſt Britain's race, if one ſurpaſs, ., - 
A man of Kent is he. | 
The hardy ſtout free-holder, 
That knew the tyrant'near, 
In girdles, and on ſhoulders, 
A grove of oaks did bear ; 
Whom when he ſaw in battle drawn, 
And thought how he might need 'em, 
He turn'd his arms, allow'd their terms, 
Complete with noble freedom. 
Thea ſing in praiſe, &c. 
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And when, by barons wrangling, 
Hot faction did increaſe, 
And vile inteſtine jangling, 
Had baniſh'd England's peace, 
The men of Kent to battle went; 
They fear'd no wild confuſion, 
But, join'd with York, ſoon did the work, 
And made a bleſt concluſion. 
Thea ſing in praiſe, &c. 


At hunting, or the race too, 


They ſprighily vigour ſhew ; 
And at a female chace too, 
None like a Kentiſh beau. 
All bleſt with health, and as for wealth, 
By fortune's kind embraces; 
A yeoman grey, ſhall oft out-weigh 
A knight in other places. 
Then ſing in praiſe, &c. 


The generous, brave and hearty, 
All o'er the ſhire we find; 

And for the low church party. 
They're of the brighteſt kind: 

For King and laws, they prop the cauſe, 
Which high church has confounded ; 
They love with height the moderate right, 
But hate the crop-ear'd Round- head 

Then ſing io praiſe, &c. | 


The 
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The promis'd land of bleſſing, 


For our forefathers meant; 

Is no, in right poſſeſſing, 
For Canaan ſure was Keat : 

The dome at Knoll, by Fame enroll'd 
The church at Canterbury, 

The hops, the beer, the cherries here, 
May fill a famous ſtory. 

Then ſing in praiſe, &c. # 
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SON G. 


THE night her blackeſt ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies ; 

And glitt'ring there were no more, 
Than thoſe in Stella's eyes: 

When at her father s gate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

And ſhrouded only with her ſmock, 
The fair one let me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She, trembling, lay aſham'd ; 

Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, 
And every touch inflam'd : 

My eager paſſion J obey'd, 

Keſolv'd the fort to win; 

And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield and let me in. 


Then! 
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| | Then! then | beyond expreſſing, 
r N [Immortal was my joy; 
\ | f G 
Mt I knew no gieater bleſſing, 
| So great a god was 1: 
| 
| 


And ſhe tranſported with delight, 
i Oft prayz*d me come again; 
And kindly vow'd that every night, 
54 She'd riſe and let me in, 


But, oh! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bairn, 
And ſighing fate and dull; 

And I that was as much cuncern'd, 
Look'd then juſt like a fool: 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſh ſin; 

She ſigh'd and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That e er ſhe let me in. 


But who could cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part, 

I lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart 

But wedded and conceal'd the crime, 
Thus all was well again; 

Any now ſhe thanks the bleſſed hour 
That cer ſhe let me in. 
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SONG. 


IP 'WAS within a furlong of Edinburgh town, 
In the roſy time of the year, when the graſs was 
| mown down, 
Bonny Jockey, blythe and gay, 
| Said to Jenny making bay: 
Let's ſir a little, dear, and prattle, 
* Fis a ſultry day.— 
He long had courted the black- bros d maid 
But Jockey was a wag, and would not couſen: to wed 2 
Which made her piſh and pooh, end cry out, it will not do : 
I cannot, ſha'not, wonnot, munnot, dare not, buckle to. 


He told her marriage was grown a mere joke, 
And that no one wedded but the ſcoundrel folks; 
Yet. my dear, thou ſhouldſt prevail, 
But I know not what [ ail, 
I ſhall dream of clogs, and filly dogs 
With bottles at their tail; 
But I'll give thee gloves, and a bongrace to wear, 
And a pretty little filly foal to ride out and take the air; 
If thou ne'er wilt piſh nor pooh, and cry, it ne er will do. 
I cannot, cannot, &c. | | | 


That you'll give me trinkets, cried ſhe, I believe, 
But ah! what in return muſt your poor Jenny give! 


When 
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When my maiden treaſure's gone, 
I muſt gang to London town, 


And roar, and rant, and patch, and pajat, 
And kiſs for half a crown: | 


Each drunken bully oblige for pay, 


And earn a hated living in a odious, fulſome way; 
No, no, it ne'er ſhall do, for a wife I'll be to you, 
Or I cannot, cannot, &c. 


— 


SONG. 
HERE was an old woman liv'd under a hill, 
Sing trolly lolly, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo; 
She had good beer and ale for to ſel! , 
Ho, ho, had ſhe ſo, had ſhe fo, had ſhe fo; 
She had a daughter, her name it was Sis, 


Sing trolly, lolly, lelly, lolly, lo; 


She kept her at home for to welcome her gueſt, 


Ho, ho, did ſhe ſo, did ſhe ſo, did ſhe ſo. 


There came a trooper riding by, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

He call'd for drink moſt plentifully, 
Ho, ho, did he ſo, &c. 7 

When one pot was out he call'd for another, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

He kiſs'd the daughter before the mother, 
Ho, ho, did he ſo, &c. 
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And when night came to bed they went, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

It was with the mother's own conſent, 
Ho, ho, was it ſo, &c. 

Quoth ſhe, what is it ſo ſtiff and warm, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

Tis Ball, my nag, he will do you no harm, 
Ho, ho, won't he ſo, &c. 


But what is it that hangs under his chin, 
Sing trolly, &c. 
*Tis the bags he puts his provender in, 
Ho, ho, is it ſo, &c. 
Quoth he, what is this? Quoth ſhe, tis a well, 
Sing trolly, &c. 
Where Ball, your nag, may n his fill, 
Ho, ho, may he ſo, &c. 


But what if my nag ſhould chance to Gp | in, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

Then catch hold on the graſs that grows on the brim, 
Ho, ho, muſt I fo, &c. 

But what if the graſs ſhculd chance to fail, 
Sing trolly, &c. 

Shove him in by the head, pull him out by the tail, 
Ho, ho, muſt [ lo, &c. 


L SONG. 
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| SONG. 
ET's he jolly, fill our plaſſes, 
Madueſs *tis for us to think, 
How the world is ru!''d by aſſes, 
That o'erſways the wile with chink : 


Loet not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 


Riches prove to them a ſoare 
We are all as rich as as Cræſus, 
Drink your glaſſes, take no care. 


Wine wi'l make us ſreſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows all forget; 

Let us fuddle well our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt: 


When grim Death is looking for us, 


Whilſt we're ſinging o'er our bowls, 


Bacchus joining in the chorus, 


Death depart, here's none but ſouls, 
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SONG. 


| WIERE gott'ſt the Haver - mill bonack ? 


Bl nd booby canſt thou not ſee; 
Iſe got it ou: of the Scutchman's wallet, 
As he lig louſing him under a tree. 
Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can, 
Come ſaddle my horſe, and call up my manz 
Come open the gates, and let me go tree, 


And ſhew me che way to bonny Dundee. 
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For I have neither robbed nor ſtole, 
Nor have I done any injury; 
But I have gotten a fair maid with child, 


The miniſter's. daughter of bonny Dundee, 


Come fill up the cup, c me fill up the can, 
Come ſaddle my horſe, and call for my man; 
Come open the gates, and let me go free, 
And Iſe gang no more to bonn) Dundee. 


Altho' Iſe gotten her maidenhead, 
Gued feith Iſe given her mine in lieu 
For when at her daddy's Iſe gang to bed, 
Iſe mow her without any more to do. 
Iſe cuddle her cloſe, and give her a kiſs, 
Pray tell me now. where is the harm of this; 
Then open the gates; and let me go free, 
And Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. 


All Scotland ne'er afforded a laſs, 


So bonny and blythe as Jenny, my dear; 


Iſe give her a gown of green on the graſs, 
But now Iſe no longer muſt tarry here. 
Then ſaddle my nag, that's bonny and gay, 

For now it is time to gang hence away; 
Then open the gates, and let me go free, 
She's ken me- no more unto bonny Dundec. 
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In liberty {till I reckon to reign, 

For why I have done no honeſt man wrong; 
The parſon may take his daughter again, 

For ſhe' il be a mammy before it is long: 
And have a young lad or laſs of my breed, 
Iſe think I bave done her a generous deed; 
Then pen the gates, and let. me go free, 
For Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. 


Since Jenny the fair was willing and kind, 


And came to my arms with a ready good will, 


A token of love Iſe left her behind, 

Thus J have requitted her kindneſs ſtill. 
Tho" Jenny the fair I often had mow'd, 
Another may reap the harveſt I ſow'd 
Then open the gates, and let me go free, 
She's ken me no more to bonny Dundee 


With ſweard ready drawn they rid to the gate, 
Where being denied an entrance thro), 

The maſter and man they fought at that rate, 
That ſome ran away, and others they flew. 

Thus Jockey the laird, and Sawney the man, 

They valiantly ſought, as Highlanders can; 

Iu ſpite of the loons they ſet themſelves free, 

And ſo bid adieu to bonny Dundee. 


SONG. 
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SONG 


HE infant ſpring was ſhining, 


With greens and cowllips gay, 


The ſun was juſt declining, 

To bathe him in the ſea, 

When as o'er Wandſor hill I paſsꝰd. 
To view the proſpect rare. 


A lovely laſs ſate on the graſs, 
Whoſe breath perfum'd the air. 


Nor more let Fame advance, ſir, 


In London Jenny's praiſe; 


For pretty Peg of Windſor, 


Excels her a thouſand ways: 


For face, for ſkin, 
For ſhape, for mein, 


For charming, charming ſmiles ; 


For eyes, and thighs, 
And ſomething by, 


A King would give an iſle. 


The courtier, for her favour, 
Would light his golden claim ; 
The Jacobite to have her, 


Would quite adjure King James; 


—— 


The ruddy plump judge, 
That circuits does trudge, 


5 2 Wo wo c os. — — 


Would 


] 
| 
, 
| 


| 


- R 


— 


Dea... 


[ 86 } 
Would managing trials defer ; 
Poſtpone a cauſe, 
And wreſt the laws, 
To get but the managing her. 


The general would leave buming 
Of towns in hot campaigns z 
The biſhop his vum and thumbing, 
And plaguing his learned brains ; 
One fighing would mock, 
| And t'other his flock, 
A pin for religion or France; 
This ſhun the wars, 
And that his prayers, 


If Peggy would give a glance. 


The powder'd playhouſe ninny, 
With much leſs brains than hair, 

Th.t deals with Moll and Jenny, 
And ta dry common ware: 


If Peggy once he, 
Saw under a tree, 
With roſy chaplets crown d; 
He roar and ſcow'r, 
And curſe the hour, 


That e'er he ſaw London town. 


The 
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The failor us'd to ſlaughter, 
In ſhips of oak ſtrong wall'd ; 
Whole ſhot twixt wind and water, 


The French jam foutres mawl'd: 
If Pe, gy once there, 


Her veſſel ſhould ſteer, bs 
And give the rough captain a blow; 
He'd give his eyes, 
| And next French prize, 
That he might thump her ſo. 


The doctor her half fainted, 
For cures controlling fate; 
That his warm engine planted, 
At may poſtern gate: 
If Peggy once was ill, 
om And wanted his ſkill, 
He'd ſoon bi ing ber to Death's door; 
By Love made blind, 
Slip from behind, 
And make an injection before. 


The cit that in oſd Sodom, 
Sits cheating all the year, 
And to my Lord and Madam, 
Puts eff his tarniſh'd ware: 
This ſpeaking young fop, 
Would give his whole ſhop, 
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To get pretty Peggy's good will; 
To have her ſtock, 
So cloſe kept lock'd, 
And put in a key to her till. 


Yet tho? ſhe hearts diſpoſes, 
And all things at her point; 
Tho' London Jenny's noſe is, 
Like other, out of joint: 
Yet ſhe has one fault, 
Which Jenny has not, 
N Who Love's happy laws has obey d; 
For Peggy does light, 
And ſtarve her delight, 
To keep that dull name of a maid. 


SONG. 
To a Young Lady affronted by an envious Old Woman. 


IN vain, in vain, fantaſtic age, 
Thou ſeck ſt ſuch virtue to abuſe 

Ophelia does mankind engage, 

Each valiant ſ word, cach noble muſe. 
Fantaſtic with ſpite, let crazy time, 

Take pleaſure to engender ſtrife ; 
; |  » Whilſt blooming beauty in her prime, 
þ 4 | Takes with a guſt the joys of life. 


CWP 51 
Each ſhameful word that malice ſpeaks, 
Adds, deareſt charmer, to your fame; 
Each hallow'd grove loud echo makes, 
Reſounding fair Ophelia's name: 
Old age does beauty ſtill prophane, 
Age ever did good nature want; 
By ſcandal you more glory gain, 
*Tis perſecution makes the ſaint. 


$O0NG. 
FE all to conqu'ring beauty bow, 
Its pleafing pow'r admire; 
But I ne'er kue w a face till now, 
That like yours could inſpire. 
Now I miy ſay, I met with one, 
Amazes all mankind ; 
And like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind, 


Soft as the tender moving ſighs. 
When longing lovers meet; 

Like the dividing prophets wiſe, 

And like blown roles ſweet : 

Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy aight a bride ; 

A mein like awful majeſty, 

And yet no ſpark of pride. 
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The Patriarch, to gain a wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful, and young, 


Serv'd fourteen years a painful life, 


And never thought 'em long. 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch cares, 
And life ſo long couldſt ſtay E 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 


Would ſeem but as one day. 


— 


SONG, 


MNPUNGO was as feat a jade, 
As e'er was in out town; 
And I as jolly luſty lad, 
As &er mow'd clover down: 
So cloſe three years we tied the knot, 
Our thumping hearts went pit, pit pat, 
And mine ſo pleas'd with you know what, 
We thought of nothing elſe. 
Sing whim wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing, . 
Whilſt ding dong, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
Ding, ding dong rung the bells. 


Her noſe was long, and ſtood awry, 
A goody ſruitſul ſign; 

Nor blam'd I rotten teeth cloſe by, 

| Becauſe the caſe was mine: 
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Her feet were ſplay, my legs wrapt, 
We were ſo match'd we never carpt, 
Whilſt merrily blind Tom that har p'd, 
In tune our ſtory tells. 6 
Sing whim wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing, 
W hilft ding dong, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
Ding, ding dong rung the bells, | 


Brave times were theſe, but oh ! how ſoon 
Do wedleck's comforts fail; 


The days that then were honey moon, 
Are wormwood now and gall. 
Her tongue clacks louder than a mill; 
But jangle like two fiends of hell, 
Broke out from flaming cell. 
And whim wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing, 
N or ding dong, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
No longer rings the bells. 


SONG. 


UST when the young and blooming ſpring 
Had melted duwa the winter's ſnow, 
And in the groves the birds did ſing 
Their charming notes on e'ery bough, 
Poor Willy fate bemoaning his fate. 
And woful ſtate, 
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For loving, loving, loving, 
And diſpairing too; 

Alas! he'd cry, that I muſt die, 
For pretty Kate of Edinburgh. 


Willy was late at a wedding houſe, 
Where lords and ladies danc d all arow 3 
But Willy ſaw nene ſo pretty a laſs 
As pretty Kate of Edinburgh. 
Her bright eyes, with ſmiling joy, 
Did ſo ſurpriſe ; 
And ſomething, ſomething, A 
Elſe that ſhot him through : 
Thus Willy lay entranc'd in joys, 
With pretty Kate of Ediuburgh, 


The God of Love was Willy's friend, 
And caſt an eye of pity down; 
And ftraight a fatal dart did ſend, 
The cruel virgin's heart to wound, 
Now every dream is all of him, 
Who {till does ſeem 
More lovely, lovely, lovely, 
Since the marriage vow : 
Thus Willy lies entranc'd in joys 
With pretty Kate of Edinburgh. 
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ON a bank in flow'ry June, 
When groves are green and pay 

In a ſmiling afternoon, 
a With Doll young Willy lay; 
They thought none were to ſpy 'em, 
But Nell ſtood liſtening by em; 

Oh fie ! Doll cried, no, I vow, I'd rather die, 
Than wrong my modeſty : 


Quoth Nell, that I ſhall ſce. 


Smarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho' by Nature taught, 
When ſhe firſt to man inclines; 
Quoth Nell I'll venture that. 
Then who would looſe a treaſure 
For ſuch a puny pleaſure? 
Not I, not I, a maid I'll live and die, 
And to my vow be true: 
Quoth Nell, the more fool you. 


To my cloſet III repair, 
And godly books purſue ; 
Then devote mylelt to pray'r; 
Quoth Nell, and -— uſe: 
Young men are perfidious, - 
But I will be religious. 


Try 


Ee? 
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Try all, fly all, whilſt I have breath deny ye all. 
For the ſex I now deſpiſe : 
Quoth Nell, by G—d ſhe lies. 


Youthful blood o*erſpreads her face, 
When Nature promps to ſin: 


Modeſty ebbs out apace, 


And love as faſt flows in: 


The ſwaia that heard this ſchooling, 


Aſham'd, left off his fooling ; 
Kill me, kill me, now I am ruin'd, let me die; 


You have damn'd my ſoul to hell; 
Try her once again, cries Nell. 


—_ A 
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SONG. 


A Lad o'th' town thus- made his moan, 
One winter's morning early; 

Alas, that I mult lie alone, | 

And Moggy's bed ſo near me: 
All night I toſs, I turn, and ſigh, 

Nor ever can I ciole my eye; 
'Thinking that I lig fo nigh 

The laſs I love ſo dearly. 


She's all delight from foot to crown, 
And juſt eighteen her age is ; 
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And that ſhe ſtill muſt lie alone, 
My heart and ſoul inrages: 
Id give the world I might put on 
Each morn her ſtockings or ſhoon ; 


If I were but her ſerving loon, 
I'd never aſk for wages. 


If Moggy would be but my bride, 


I'd 'ake no parent's warning 
Nor value all the world beſides, 
Nor any laſſes ſcorning : 
My love has grown to ſuch a height, 
I prize ſo much my own delight, 
I care not, had I her one night, 
If I were hang'd i th' morning. 


SONG. 
BROAD as I was walking, upon a ſummer's day, 
There I met a beggar woman cloathed all in grey; 
Her cloaths they were ſo torn, you might have ſeen her ſkin, 


She was the firſt that taught me to ſee the golin, 


Ah, fee the golin, my Jo! ſee the golin. 


| You youngſters of delight, pray take it not in ſcorn, 
She came of Adams ſeed, tho? ſhe was baſely born; 
And tho' her cloaths were torn, yet ſhe had a milk white 


ſkin. 
She was the firſt, &c. 
| She 
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She had a pretty little foot, and a moiſt hand, 
With which ſhe might compare to any lady in the lands 


Ruby lips, cherry cheeks, and a dimpled chin, 
She was tlie firſt, &c. 


When that ay had wooed, and wad her twa my will, 
Ay could not then deviſe the way to keep her baby till ; 
She bid me be at quiet, for ſhe valued it not a pin» 

She was the firſt, &c, 


Then ſhe takes her bairn up, and wraps it weel in cloaths, 
And then ſhe takes a golin and ſtuck between her toes; 
And ever as the lurden cried, or made any din, 

She ſhook her foot, and cried out, Joe, ſee the golin, 

And ſee the golin, my jo, ſee the golin. 


SONG. 


AE is me, what ails our Northetn loon, 
That with jangling makes the times fo baddy. 


Snarliog like a breed of hungry hounds, 
Welladay, they muſt be drunk or maddy ; 
But tho? peace they deftroy, 
I have till ſome joy, 
Since I wed a bonny Highland laddy. 


London's 


| LT: 
London's wily lads are all at ftrife, 
High and low boys daily new fears are bringing, 
Whilſt there they lead a woeful liſe, 
In a meadow Jockey and I fit ſinging z 
A ſweet horppipe he plays, 
To my roundelays, 
Whilſt the merry Edinburgh bells are ringing. 


See the daiſy, and the gay primroſe. 

Merry ſpring is coming to make us gladdy, 
Winter's vaniſh'd with its froſt and ſnows, 
And no ſtorm will gar me to be ſaddy ; 

For when the winds blows, 
Jockey wraps me cloſe 
From the cold within his Highland pladdy. 


Who would pine to have high place at court, 
Out away, tis but a fleeting viſion; 
Who would leave the jolly country ſports, 
For the gown or ſwordſmen's gay condition; 
Give me ten marks a year, 
| And my Highland dear, 
And adieu to pride and all ambition. 
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SEE how fair and fine ſhe lies, 
Upon her bridal bed; 1 
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No lady at the court, 
So fit for the ſport, 
On ſhe look'd fo curiouſl y white and red: 


After the firſt and ſecond time, 
The weary bridegroom ſlacks his pacez 


But oh! ſhe cries, come, come my joy, 
And cling thy cheek cloſe to my face: 
Tinkle, tinkle, goes the bell under the bed, 
Whilſt time and touch they keep; 
Then wich a kiſs 
They end their bliſs, 


And fo fall faſt _ - 


SONG. 


: | AM one in whom Nature has fix'd a decree, 


Ol daining my life to be happy and free ; 
With the cares of the world I n&er am perplex d, 


And never depending „I never am vex'd: 
I'm neither, of ſo high nor ſo low a degree, 
But ambition and want are both ſtrangers to me; 


My life is a compound of freedom and eaſe, 


I go where I will, and I work when [ pleaſe: 
I live below envy, and yet above ſpight, | 
And have judgment enough for to do myſelf * : 
Same greater and richer I own there may be, ls. 
Yet as may live worſe as live better than me, 
And few that from cares live ſo quiet and free. 
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When money comes in I live wel! till i's g ne, 
So with it I'm happy, content when I've none; 
I ſpend it genteelly, and never repent, 
If I loſe it at play, why [ count it but lent : 
For that which at one time I loſe among friends, 


Another night's winnings ſtill makes me amends ; 


And tho? Im without the firſt day of the week, 
I ſtill make it out by ſhift or by tick; 

In mirth at my work the ſwiſt hours they paſs, 
And by Saturday night I'm as rich as [ was, | 


Thea let maſters drudge on, and be ſlaves to their trade, 
Let their hours of pleaſure by buſineſs be ſtay'd 

Let them venture their ſtock to be ruin'd by truſt, 

Loet clickers bark on the whole day at their poſt ; 

Let them tire all that paſs with their notified cant, 

« Will you buy my ſhoes, pray ſee what you want;“ 
Let the reſt of che world contend to be great, 
Let ſome by their loſſes repine at their fate; 8 


Let others that thrive, not c<nteit with their ſtore, 
Be plagu'd with the trouble and thoughts to get more. 


Let wiſe men invent, till the world be deceived, 

Let fools thrive thro' fortune, and knaves be believed; 
Let ſuch as are rich know no want, but content. 

Let others be plagu'd to pay taxes and rent; | 
With more freedom and pleaſure my time l ll employ, 
And covet no bleſſings but what we enjoy, | 
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Then let's celebrate Cripin with bumpers and ſong, 
And they that drink foul, may it bliſter their tongue, 
Here's two in a hand, and let no one deny 'em, 
Since Criſpin in youth was a Seat's Man as I am. 


SONG. | CY 
| | A K. 2 
OU happy youths, whoſe hearts are free, 
From Love's imperial chain, 
Henceforth be warn'd and taught by me, 
And taught by me to avoid enchanting pain, 
Fatal the wolves to trembling flocks, 
Sharp winds to bloſſoms prove; 


To careleſs ſeamen, hidden rocks; 
To human quict love. 


Fly the fair ſex, if bliſs you prize, 
The ſnake's beneath the flow'r : | 
Whoever gaz'd on beauty's eyes, 
That taſted quiet more ? 
The kind with reſtleſs jealouſy, 
The cruel fill with care; 
With baſer falſhood thoſe betray, 


Theſe kill us with deſpair. 


[ 101 J 
SONG. 


WHEN firſt Amyntas charm'd my heart, 
The heedleſs ſheep began to ſtray ; 
The wolves ſoon ſtole the greateſt part, 
And all will now be made a prey: 
Ah! let not love your thoughts poſſeſs, 
"Tis fatal to a ſhepherdeſs; 
The dangerous paſſion you muſt ſhun, 
Or elſe, like me, be quite undone. 


SONG. 


LI fight for pay or praiſe, 
And money be miſers' wiſh ; 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : 
'Tis wine, pure wine, revives ſad ſouls, 
Therefore give us cheering bowls. 


Let minions marſhall in their hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight; 
And artificial colours wear, 


We have the native red and white. 
*Tis wine, &c. 


Your pheaſant, pout, and culver ſalmon, 
And how to pleaſe your palates think ; 


Cive 
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Give me a ſalt Weſtphelia gammon, 
Not meat to eat, but meat to drink. 
»Tis wine, &c. 


It makes the backward ſpirit brave, 


That lively, that before was dull; 
Thoſe grow good fellows that are grave, 
For kindneſs flows trom cups brim full. 
*Tis wine, &c. 


Some have the phthiſic, fome the rheum, . 


Some have the palſy, ſome have the gout; 
Some ſwell with fat, and ſome conſume, 
But they are ſound chat drink all out. 
"Tis wine, &c. 
Some men want youth, and ſome want health 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk : 
Some men want wit, and ſome want wealth, 
| Bui he wants not ing who is drunk. , 
*Tis wine, &c. 


SONG. 


OOR Jenny and I we toiled, 
In a long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt foiled, | 
With making of the hay: ON Her 
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Her kerchicf was of Holland clear, 
Bound low upon her brow ; 

1 whitper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what's that to you. 


Her ſtockings were of kerſey green, 
Well ſti:ch d with yellow ſilk; 
Oh! ſic a leg was never ſe-n before, 

Her ſkin as white as milk : 
Her hair as black as any crow, 
And ſweet her mouth was too 
Oh Jenny daintily can mow, 
But, &c. 


Her petticoats were not ſo low 
As ladics they wear them; 

She needed not a page I trow, 
For I was by to bear them : 

I took them up all in my hand, 

| And I think her linen too; 

Which made me for to make a ſtand; 
But, &c. 


King Solomon had wives enough, 
And concubines a number; 
Yet J poſſeſs more happineſs, 
And: he had more of cumber : 
N joys ſurmount a wedded life, 


With 
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With fear ſhe let's me mow her; 


A wench is better thana wife, 
But, &c. 


The lily and the roſe combine, 
To make my Jenny fair; 


There's no contentment ſic as mine, 
I'm almoſt void of care: 

But yet I fear my Jenny's face 
Will cauſe more men ro woo, 

Which if ſhe ſhould, as I do fear, 
Still what is that to you. 


SONG. 


HY ſo pale and wan fond lover, 
Prithee, prithee, prithee why fo pale? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill, looking ill prevail? 
Why ſo dull and mute young ſinner, 
Prithee, prithee why ſo mute ? 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing, nothing do't? 
Quit, quit for ſhame, this will not move, 
This cannot, cannot, cannot, cannot take her: 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can, nothing can make her, | 
The Devil, the Devil, the Devil, the Devil take her. 
| SONG. 
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SON G. 


A Whig that's full, 
| An empty ſecull, 
A box of Burgamot ; 
A hat ne'er made 
To fit the head, 
No more than that to plot. 
A hand that's white, 
A ring that's right, | 
A ſword, knot, patch and feather 
A gracious ſmile, 
And grounds and oil, 
Do very well together. 


A ſmack of French, 
And none of ſenſe, 

All conquering airs and graces ; 
A tone that thrills, 

A leer that kills, 

Stol'n flights, and borrow'd phraſes. 
A chariot gilt, 

To wait on jilr, 

An aukward pace and carriage; 
A foreign tour, 
Domeſtic whore, 

And mercenary marriage. 
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A liber ham. 
G— d— ye, ma'am, 

A {mock face. tho' a tann'd one; 
A peaceful ſword, 
Not one wiſe word, 

But tare and pra e at random. 
Duns, baſtards, claps, 
And am'rous ſcrapes 

Of Cælia and Amadis, 

| To's up a beau, 
That grand ragou, 
That hodge-podze for the ladies. 


SONG. 


ONE night in wy rambles I chane'd to ſee, 
A thing like a ſpirit, it frightened me; 


I cock'd up my hat, and rcſolv'd-to look big, 


And ſtraight fell a tuning the Iriſh ſig, 


The Devil drew nearer and nearer, in ſhort 
I found it was one of the perticoat ſort ; 

My fears being over, I car'd not a fig, 

But till J kept tuning the lriſn Jig, 


L 
And then I went to her, reſolving to try | er 
I put her agog of a longing deſire ; 
I told her I'd give her a whip for ber gig, 
And a ſcourge to the tune of the Iriſn Jig. 


Then nothing but dancing our fancy could pleaſe, 
We lay on the graſs and danc'd at our eaſe ! 

I down'd with my breeches, and off with. my whig, 
"And we fell a dancing the Iriſh Jig. 


I thank you, kind fir, for your kindneſs, ſaid ſhe, 
The ſcholar's as wiſe as the maſter can be; 


For if you ſhould chance to get me with kid, 
J'll lay the poor brat to the Iriſh Jig. 


The dance being ended as you may ſee, 

We roſe by conſent, and we both went away ; 
I put on my cloaths, and left her to grow big, 
And ſo 1 went roaring the Iriſh Jig. y 

« * 


SON G. 
II was a happy golden day, 
When fair Althea, kind and gay, 
Put all but love and me away; 
I, arm'd with ſoft words, did addreſs, 
Sweet and kind kiſſes far expreſs 
A greater joy and happineſs. 
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Nature, the beſt inſtructreſs, cried, 
Her ivory pillows to divide, 
That love may ſail with wind and tide; 
She rais'd the maſt, and fail'd by it, 
That day two tides together met, 
Drove him on ſhore ſoon dropping wet. 


SONG. 


ONNY Peggy Ramſey that any man may ſee, 
And bonny was her face, with a fair freckl'd eye; 
Neat in her body made, and ſhe hath good ſkill, 
And ſquare is her weathergig made like a mill ; 
With a hey trolodel, hey trolodel, hey trolodel lill, 
Bonny Peggy Ramſey ſhe gives weel her mill 


Peggy to the mill is gone to grind a bowl of malt, 
The mill it wanted water, and was not that a fault; 
Up ſhe pull'd her petticoats and piſs'd into the dam; 


For ſix day and ſeven nights he made the mill to gang. 
With a hey, &.. 


Some cal! her Peggy, and ſome call her Jean, 
But ſome calls her Midſummer, but they are all miſta'en ; 
For Peggy is a bonny laſs, and grinds well her mill, 


For ſhe will be occupied when others ſtand ſtill. 
"Mp ith a hey, &:, 


Peg, 
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Peg, thee and Iſe grin 1 poke, and we to war leanes; 
Iſe lay thee flat upon thy back. and then lay to the ſteanes 3 


Iſe make hopper titter totter, haud the mouth as ſtill, 


When twa fits, and eaue ſtands, merrily grind the mill. 
With a hey, &c. 


Up goes the clap, and in goes the corn, 
Betwixt twa rough ſteans Peggy not to learn; 
With a dam full uf water that ſhe holdceth (till, 


To pour upon the clap for burning of the mill. 
With a hey, &c. 


Up ſhe pull'd the dam ſure and let the water in, 
The wheel went about, and the mill began to grind : 
'The ſpiudle it was hardy, and the ſteaues were they well 
pick'd. 
And the meal fell in the mill trough, and ye may all come 
lick. 
With a hey, &c. 


SONG, 


HILANDER and Sylvia, a gentle foft pair, 


Whoſe buſineſs was loving, and kiſſing their care; 
In ſweet ſmelling grove went ſmiling along, 


Till the youth gave a vent to the heart with his tongue: 


- Ah 
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Ah Sylvia ! faid he, (and ſigb'd when he ſpoke) 
Your cruel reſolves will you never revoke ? 

No never, the (aid ; how never, he cried, 

*Tis the damu'd that ſhall ouly that ſentence abide. 


She turn'd her about to look all around, 

J hen bluſh'd, and her pretty eycs caſt on the ground; 
She kiſs'd his warm cheek, then play'd with his neck, 
And urg'd that his reafon his paſſion ſhould check : 
Ab, Philander ! ſhe ſaid, tis a dangerous bliſs, 

Ah ! never aſk more, and 1'll give thee a kiſs, 

How never! he cried, then ſhiver'd all o'er; 

No never, ſhe ſaid, then tripp'd to a bower. 


\ 


She ſtopp'd at the wicket; he cried, let me in; 

She anſwer'd, I would, if it were not a fin; 

Heav'n ſees, aud the gods will chaſtiſe the poor head 
Of Philander for this; ſtraight trembling he ſaid, 

| Heaven ſees I confeſs, but no tell-tales are there; 

Wm | She kiſsd him, and cried, you're an Atheiſt, my dear; 
F | And thouid you prove faiſe, I ſhould never endure: 

| How never! he cried, and itraight down he threw her. 


Her delicate bedy he clafp'd in his arms, | 
He kiſs'd her, he preſs d her, heap'd charms upon charw + 
He cried, ſhall I now ? no never, the faid, 

Your will you ſhall never enjoy till Pm dead: 


Then 


Then as if ſhe was dead, ſhe ſlept and lay fill, 

Yet even in death bequeath'd him a ſmile : 

Which embolden'd the youth his charms to apply, 
Which he bore ſtill about him to cure thoſe who die. 


SONG. 


you friends toreformation, | 
Give ear to my relation, 

For I ſhal! now declare, fir, 

Before you are aware, fir, 
The matter very plain, 
The matter very plain; 

A goſpel cuſnion thumper, 

Who dearly lov'd a bumper, 

And ſomething elſe beſides, fir, 

If he is not bely'd, fir, 

This was a holy guide, fir, 
For the Diſſeatiag train. 


And for to tell you truly, 

His fleſh was ſo unruly, 

He could not for his life, fir, 

Paſs by the draper's wife, ſir, 
The ſpirit was ſo faint; 

The jolly handſome quaker, 
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As he did overtake her, 
She made his mouth to water, 
| And thought long to be at her, 


Such ſin is no great matter, 
Accounted by a ſaint. 


Says he, my pretty creature, 
Your charming handſome feature, 
Has ſet me all on fire, 

You know what I deſire, 

There is no harm to love; 
Quoth ſhe, if that's your notion, 
To preach up ſuch devotion, 

Such hopeful guides as you, ſir, 
Will half the world undo, fir, 
A halter is your due fir, 

If you ſuch tricks approve. 


The parſon ſtill more eager, 
Than luſtful Turk or Negro, 
Took up her lower garment, 
And ſaid there was no harm on't, 
According to the text ; 
For Solomon more wiſer, 
Than any dull adviſer, 
Had many hundred miſſes, 
To crown his royal wiſhes, 
And why ſhould ſuch as this is, 
Make you fo ſadly vext. 
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The frighted female quaker, 
Perceiv'd what he would make her, 
Was forc'd to call the watch in, 
And ſtop what he was hatching, 

| To ſpoil the light within; 
They came to her aſſiſtance, 

As ſhe did make reſiſtance 

Againſt the prieſt and Devil, 

The actors of all evil, 

Who were ſo grand uncivil, 


To tempt a ſaint to ſin. 


The parſon then confounded, 

To ſee himſelf ſurrounded, 

Wich mob and ſturdy watchmen, 

Whoſe buſineſs is to catch men 
In lewdneſs with a punk; 

He had ſome faint excuſes, 

And all to hide abuſes, 

In taking up the linen, 

Againſt the ſaints? opinion, 

Within her ſoft dominion, - 

4 Alledging he was drunk. 


* But tho he feigned reeling, 
They made him pay for feeling, 
And lugg'd him to a priſon, 

To bring him to his reaſon, 
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Which he had loſt before; 
And thus we ſee how preachers, 
Tha! ſhould be Coſpel teachers, 
How they are ſtrangely blinded, 
And are ſo deſhy miuded, 
Like carnal men inclined, 


To lye with any whore. 


SONG. 


AT noonin a ſultry ſummer's diy, 
The brighteſt lady of the May, 
Young Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sate knotting in a ſhade; 
Each fl.nder finger play'd its part, 
With ſuch activity and art; 


As would inflame a youthful heart, 


And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by; 


She had him quickly in ber eye; 
Yet when the b ſhiul boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid; 
She let her iv'ry needle fall, 
And hurl'd away the twiſted ball; 
Then gave her Strephon ſuch a call, 
As would have wak'd the dead. 
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Dear gentle youth its none but thee, 


With innocence I date be free; 
By fo much truth and modeſty 


No ny mph was &er betraz'd ;. [% 
Come lean thy head upon my lap, 
Whilſt thy ſoft cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 
Thou may ſt ſecurely take a nap; | 

Which be, poor ſoul, ob-y'd, 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard h'm ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all o'er; | 
She ſigh'd—and could no more: 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 
Such virtve ſhould rewarded be, 
For this thy dull fidelity; 
| I'll truſt thee with my flocks, not me, 
Purſuc thy grazing trade. 


Go milk thy goats, and ſheer thy ſheep, 
Aud watch all night thy flocks to kcep: 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 

By me, miſtaken maid. 


S ON. 


TANTHIA che lovely, the joy of her ſwain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again; 
| P 2 She 
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She liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair, 

Their pleaſure was equal, and equal their care; 

No time, no enj2yment, their dotage withdrew, 

But the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv'd, 
Still the fonder they grew, 


A paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the plain, 

Some envy'd the nymph, but more envy'd the ſwain; 
Some {wore *twould be a pity their loves to invade, 
That the lovers alone for each other were made : 
But all, all conſented, that none ever knew, 


A nymph yet ſo kind, a nymph yet ſo kind, 


Or a ſhepherd fo true. 
Love ſaw 'em with pleaſure, and vow'd to take care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair; 
What either did want, he bid either to move. 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to love: 
Said, *twas all that to bleſs them his god-head could do, 


That they (till might be kind, that they {till might be kind, 


And they ſtill might be true, 


SONG. 
A Pedlar proud as I heard tell, 
He came into a town, 


With certain wares he had to ſell, 
Which he cried up and down: 
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At firſt of all he did begin, 
With ribbons or laces, points or pins, 


Garteriog, girding, tape, or filleting, { 
Maids any Conny ſkins. . 


I have of your fine perſumed gloves, 
And made of the beſt Doe ſkin; 


Such as young men do give their loves, 
When they their favour win: 


Beſides he had a prettier thing 
Than ribbons, &c. 


I have of your fine necklaces, 
As ever you did behold ; 
And of your ſilk handkerchiefs, i 

That are lac'd with gold: | | 


Beſides he had many a prettier thing Y 
Than ribbons, &c. i | | 


Good fellow, ſays one, and ſmiling ſate, / 
Your meaſure does ſomewhat pinch ; 

Beſides you meaſure at that rate, 
It wants above an inch: | 

And then he ſhew'd her a prettier thing, 
Than ribbons, &c. 


The lady was pleas'd with what ſhe had ſeen, 9 
And vow'd and did proteſt, | 


Unleſs 
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wy Unlefs he ſhe'd ir her once again, 
| ! She never ſhould be at reſt: 
= | With that he ſhew d her his prettier thing 
| Than ribbons, &. 
| 


| With that the pe:l'ar began to huff. 
| TY And laid his meaſure was good, 
| If that ſhe pleas'd to try his ſtuff, 
And take it whil.i it ſtood : 
And then he gave her a prettier thing Ze 


| e Than ribbons, &c. 


/ 


Good fellow, ſrid ſhe, when you come again, 
Pray bring good (tore of your ware; 
And for new cuſtomers do not fing, 
For I'll take all and to ſpare : 
With tha: ſhe hugg'd his prettier thing 
Than ribbons, &c. 


® 
4 


SONG. 
{ WJ AERING down the Highland town, 
| IM Ther- I ſaw laſſes many 
| But upon the bank, in the higheſt rank, 
| Was one more gay than any; 
3 I look'd about for one kind face, 
And I ſaw Billy Scrogy ; 
| | I aſk'd of him what was her name,, 
1 They call d her Catherine Logy. 
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I travelled Eaſt, and I travelled Weſt, 
And I travelled through Strabogy; 
But the fai eſt laſs tha: e'er I ſee, 
Was the pretty Catherine Logy. 


I rravelled Eaſt; and I travelled Weſt, 
And travell'd thio' Strabogy; 
But Id watch a long winter's uight, 
To ſce fair Catheriae Logy. 


I've a love in Lamer moor, | ; 
A dainty love in Leith, fir; 
And another love in Edinburg, 


And two loves in Dalkeith, fir. 


Ride I Eaſt, or ride I Weſt, 
My love ſhe's ſtill before me, 

But gin my wife ſhould ken aw this, 
I ſhould be very ſorrow. | 


; SONG. 
EGGY in devotion, 
Bred from tender years, 
From my loving motion, 
Still was call'd to prayers: 
I made muck'e buſtle 
Love's dear fort to win; 
But the kirk Apoſtle, 
Told her *twas a in. 


Faſting 
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Faſting and repentance, 
And ſuch whining caat, 
With the Doomſday ſentence, 
Frighted my young ſaint: 
He taught her the duty, 
Heavenly joys to know; 
I that lik'd her beauty, 
Taught her thoſe below. 


Nature took my part ſtill, - 
Senſe did reaſon blind ; 
That for all his art ſtill, 
She to me inclin'd : 
Strange delight hereafter, 
Did ſo dull appear, 
She, as I had taught her, 
Vow'd to ſhare em here. 


Faith *tis worth your laughter, 

Mongſt the canting race, 
. Neither ſon nor daughter, 

Ever yet had grace: 

Peggy on the Sunday, 
With her daddy vext, 

Came to me on Monday, 
And forgot his text. 


SONG. 
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RO. room, room for a rover, 
Yonder towu's ſo hot; 
I, a country lover, 
leſs my freed m got: 
This celeſtial weather 
Such enjoyment gives, 
We, like birds, flock hither, 
Brow: ing on green leaves: 
Some who late ſate ſcowliug, 
Public cheats to mend, 
Stu y now with bowling, 
Each to cheat his fiiend ; 
Whilſt on the Hawthorn tree, terry rerry, rerry, rerry, rerry, 
Rerry rerry, ſings the blackbird, oh what a world have we. 


SONG. 


HFRE was a laſ< of [Nington, 
As I have heard many tell, 
And ſhe would to fair London go, 
Fine apples and pears to ſell; 
And as along the ſtreets ſhe flung, 
Wich her baſk-t on her arm, 
Her pears to ſell, you may know it right well, 
This fair maid meant no harm. 


Q_ h But 
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But as ſhe tripp'd along the ſtreet 
Her pleaſant fruit to ſell, 
A vintner did with her meet, 
Who lik'd this maid full well: 

Quoth he, fair maid, what have ye there, 
In baſket decked brave ? | 
Fine pears, quuth ſhe, and, if it pleaſe ye, 

A taſte, fir, ye ſhall have. 


The vintner he took a taſte, 
And like it well; for why, 
This maid he thought of all the reſt, 
Moſt pleaſing to the eye: 
Quoth he, fair maid, I have a ſuit, 
That you to me muſt grant; 
Which if I find you be fo kind, 


There's nothing you ſhall want 


Thy beauty doth ſo pleaſe my eye, 
And dazzles fo my light, 

J hat now of all my liberty 
I am deprived quite: 

Then prithee now conſent to me, 
And do not put me by; 

It is but one ſail courteſy, 
All night with you to lie. 
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Sir, if you lie with me all night, 
As you propou::d to me, 

I do expect that you ſhould prove 
Both courteous, kind, and free: 

And for to tell you all in ſhort, _ 
It will coft you five pound; 

A match, a match, the viataer ſaid, 
And ſo let this go round. 


When he had lain with her all night 
Her money ſhe did crave; 
O ſtay, quoth he, the other night, 
And thy money thou ſhalt have: 
I cannot ſtay, nor I will not (lay, 
needs muſt no be gone 
Why then thou may'ſt thy money go look, 
For money ['l] pay thee none, 


This maid ſhe made no more ado, 
But to a Juſtice went, 

And unto him ſhe wade her moan, 
Who did her caſe lament : 

She ſaid, ſhe had a cellar let out, 
To a vintner in the town; 

And how that he did then agree, 
Five pound to pay her down. 


Q 2 . But 
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Bu* now, quot h ſhe, the caſe is thus, 
No reiit that he will pay; 

Therefore, your worſhip, I beſeech, 
To ſend for him this day : 

Then ſtraight the Juſtice for him ſcnt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon why, 

That he wou:d pay this maid no rent? 
To which he did reply: 


Altho TI hired a cell ir of her, 
And the poſſeſſing was mine, 
Inc'er put any thing into it, 
But one poor pipe ot wine; 
Therefore my bargain it was hard, 
As you may plainly ſee; 
I fron my freedom was debarr?d, 
Then good fir favour me. 


This fair maid being ripe of wit, 
She ſtraight replicd again, 
There were two butrs more at the door, 
Why did aut you roll them in? 
You had your freedom and your will, 
As it to you well known; 
Therefore I do deſire ſtill 
For to receive my own, 
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The Juſti e hearing of their caſe, 
Did then give orders ſtraight, 

T hat he the money ſhuu'd pay do n, 
She ſhou'd no longer wait: 

Withal he told the viatucr plain 
It he a tenant be, 

He muſt e pect to pay the ſ me, 


For he could not fit rent fi ce. 


But when the mo ey ſhe had got, 
She put i in her purſe, 

And clap'd her hand on the cellar door, 
And ſaid it was never the worſe: 

W hich cauſed the people all to laugh, 
To ſce this vintner fine, 

Outwitted by a country girl, 
About his pipe of vine. 


—vy— 


SONG. 


(GUEPEROY was a bonny boy, 
Had roſes tull his ſhunn, 


His ſtockings were of the fineſt ſilk, 
His garters hanging down: 

It was a comely ſight to ſee, 
He was ſo trim a boy; 

He was my joy and heart's delight, 
My handiome Gilderoy, 
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Oh ! fic a charming eye he had, 
A breath as ſweet as roſe, 

He never wore a Highland plad, 
But coſtly filking cloaths : 

He gain'd the love of ladies gay, 
There's none to him was coy 3 

Ah, wa's me, Iſe mourn this day, 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


My Gilderoy and I was burn, 

Both in one town together ; 
Not paſt ſeven years of age, 

Since we did love each other: 
Our daddies and our mammies both, 


Were cloath'd with muckle joy; 
1 To think upon the bridle- day 
' Of I and my Gilderoy. 


1 
} 
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For Gilderoy, that love of mine, 
| | Gued faith Iſe freely bought, 
| A wedding fark of Holland fine. 

With ſilk in flowers wrought : 

And he gave me a wedding ring, 

Which I received with joy. - 
No lads or laſſes e'er could ſing 

Like my ſweet Gilderoy. 


In 
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In muckle joy we ſpend our time, 
Till we were both fifteen; 
Then gently he did Jay me down 
Amongſt the leaves ſo green : 
When he had done what he could do, 
He roſe and he gang'd his way; 


But ever ſince [ lov'd the man, 
My handſome Gilderoy 


While we did both together play, 
He kiſs'd me o'er and o'er ; 
Guel faith it was as blythe a day 
As e'er I ſaw before: 
He fill'd my heart in every vein 
Wich love and muckle joy; 
Who was my love and heart's delight, 
Mine own ſweet Gilderoy. 


Oh never, never ſhall [ ſee, 
The cauſe of paſt delight; 
Or ſic a lovely lad as he, 
Tranſport my raviſh'd fight: 
The law forbids what love enjoins, 
And does prevent our joy, 
Tho' juſt and fair were the deſigns 
Of me and Gilderoy. 
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Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 


Muſt he be puniſh'd then; 
What kind of cruelty is this 
To hang ſuch handſome men? 
The flower of the S. otiſh laud, 
A ſwcet and lovely boy; 
He likewiſe had a lady 's hand, 
My handlome Gilderoy. 


At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 

And there God wot they bang d bim; 
Carried him to Edinburg, 
And there God wot they hang'd him: 
They hang'd him up above the reſt, 

He was ſo trim a boy; 
My ouly love and heart's delight, 

My charming Gilderoy. 


Thus having yielded up his breath, 
In Cvpreſe he was laid; 

Then for my deareſt, after death, 
A funeral I made; | 

Over his grave a marble ſtone, 
1 fixed for my joy, 

Now I am left to weep alone, 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


SONG. . 
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Por « on thoſe fools who exclaim ag1ioſt wine, 


And y the dear ſweets that the bottle doth bring; 
It heigthens the fancy, the wit does refine, 


And he that was firſt drunk was made the firſt king, 3 


By the help of good claret old age becomes youth, 
And ſick men ſtill find this the only phyſician; 


Drink largely, you Il know by experience, the truth, 50 
That he chat drinks molt is the beſt politician. 


To victory this leads on the brave cavalier, 
And makes all the terrors of war but delight; 
This Auſhes his courage, and beats off baſe fear, 
"TI was that that taught Cæſar and Pompey to fight. 
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This ſupports all our friends, and knocks down our foes, 
This makes us all loyal men from courtier to clown; 
Like Dutchmen from brandy, from this our ſtrength grows, 
So *tis wine, noble wine, that's a friend io the crown. 
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SONG. 
A Md kept ſheep on a hill ſo high, fa la la. &c. 
And there came a pietty maid paſſing by, fa la, 48. 
Zhepherd, quath ſhe, duſt thou want &'er a wife; 
No, by my troth, 1m not weary of my life, fa la, &c. 


R Shepherd 
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Shepherd for thee I care not a fly, fa la, 

Fo: thou'ſt not the face with a fair maid to lie, fa la; 
How now, my damſel, ſay'ſt thou fo, 

Thou ſhalt talle of my bottle before thou doſt go, fa la. 


Then he took her and laid her upon the ground, fa la, 
And made her believe that the world it went round, fa la; 
Look yonder, my ſhepherd, look yonder I ſpy 

There are tine pretty babies that dance in the ſky, fa la. 


And now they are vaniſh'd, and now they appear, fa la, 
Sure they will tell ſtories of what we do here, fa la; 

Lie ſtill, my dear Chloris, enjoy the conceit, 

For the babies are too young and too little to prate, fa la. 


Sce, how the heavens fly ſwifter than day, fa la, 

Riſe quickly, or they will all run away, fa la; 

Riſe quickly, my ſhepherd, quickly I tell ye, 

For the ſun, moon, and ſtars are got ia my belly, fa la. 
O dear, where am I? pray ſhew me they way, fa la, 
Unto my father s$ houſe hard by, fa la; 

If he chance to chide me for ſtaying ſo long, 

Pl tell him the fumes of your bottle was ſtrong, fa la, 


And now thou haſt brought my hay to ſhame, fa Ia, 
I prithee now tell me xe what | is thy name, fa la; | 


Why 


1 


Why Robin in the ruſhes my name is, quoth he, 
But I think he told her quite contrary, fa la. 


Then for Robin in the ruſhes ſhe did inquire, fa la, 

But he hung down his head, and he would not come nigh 
her, fala; i ; 

He wink'd with one eye, as if he had been blind, 

And he drew one leg after a great way behind, fa la. 
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Y moon-light on the green, 
Our bonny laſſes coving, 
And Cancing there I've ſeen, 
Who ſeem'd alone worth wooing ; 
Her ſkin like driven ſnow, 


Her hair brown as a berry; 
Her eyes black as a ſloe, 
Her lips red as a cherry. 


Oh how ſhe tripp'd it, ſkip'd it, 
Leap'd it, flopt ir, whiſk'd it, 
Friſk'd it, whirl'd it, twirl'd it. 
Swimming, ſpinni g, ſtarting, 
So quick, the tune to nick, 
With a heave and a toſs, 
And a jerk at parting, 
Wich a heave, and a toſs, and a jerk at parting. 
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Still for a dance I pray'd 
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As ſhe fat down I bowed, 
And veil'd my bonnet to her ; 


Theo took her from the crowd, 
With honey words to woo her; 
Sweet blytheſt la's, quoth I, 
(It being bleaky weather) 
I prithee let us try, 


Another dance together. 
Oh how ſhe, &c, 
Whilſt ſaing thus I flood, 
Quoth ſhe, pray leave your fooling 3 
Some dancing hs ats the blood, 
But yours I fe r lacks cooling: 
/ 
And we at laſt had ſeven ; 
And whilſt the fiddle play'd 
She thought herſelf in heaven. 


Oh how ſhe, &c. 


At laſt ſhe with a ſmile, 


To dance again deſired me; 


Quoth I, pray ſtay awhile, 


* 


For now, good faith. you've tir'd me: 
With that ſhe lovk'd on me, 

And ſigh'd with muckle ſorrow ; 
Then gang year gate, q oth the, 

But dance again to-morrow. 


E 
SONG. 


* 
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OW happy, how happy is ſhe, 
How happy, how happy is ſhe, 
That early, that early her paſſion begins, 

A.:d willing, and willing with love to agree. 
Does not ſtiy till ſhe comes to her teens: 
Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſte, 

Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſte, 
Like angels her ſmiles to be priz'd; 
Pleature is ſeen cherub fac'd, 


And nature appears, and nature appears undiſguis' d. 


From twenty to thirty, and then 
Set up for a lover in vain; 
By that time we ſtudy how men, 
May be wreck'd with neglect and diſdain : 
Love dwells where we meet with deſire, 
Deſire which nature has given : 
She's a fool then that feeling the fire, 
Begins not to warm at eleven. 


SONG. 


A Young man lately in our town, 
He went to bed one night, 
He had no ſoouer lay'd him down, 
But was troubled with a ſprite 2 
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So vigorouſly the ſpirit ſtood, 
Let him do what he can, 
Sure then he ſaid i: muſt be laid 
By woman, not by man. 


A handſome maid did undertake, 7 2 ä 
And into the bed ſhe leap'd ; 1 
And to allay the ſpirits power, | 
Full cloſe to h'm ſhe crep'd : 
S' e having fuch a guardian care, 
Her office to diſcharge, 
She open d wide her conjuring book, 
And laid the lcaves at large. 


Her office ſhe did well perform, 
Within a little ſpace ; 
Then up ſhe roſe, and down he lay, 
And durſt not ſhew his face: 
She took her leave, and away ſhe went, 
. 8 When ſhe had done the deed; 
| Saying, if 't chance to come again, 
Theu ſend for me with ſpeed. 


SONG. 


OW is the world transform'd of late, 
In country, town, and city; 
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As if we were decreed by fate, 
To ſing a mouruful ditty. 
About the diſmal change of things, 
There was no ſooth in fauner, 
In the bleſt reign of former kings, 
When I was a man of honour. 


I kept a caſtle of my own, 
With land five thouſand acres, 
When old King Harry grac'd the throne, 


Before the time of quakers; | 
My doors and gate ſtood open wide, 4 
I lack'd no ring nor runner ; 
An ox each day I did- provide, 
When I was, &c. 


My gueſts all day went in and out, 
To feaſt and cheer their ſerſes; 
Could I bur bring the year about, 
"*.4 grudg'd not my expences: 


My talent was to feaſt the poor, 
I valu'd no court fauner; | 

Of cooks I kept full half a ſcore, . ä 
When I was, &c. 
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When/Chriſtmas-day was drawing near, 


To cheer and make them merry, 
I broach'd my humming ſtout March beer, 72 
As brown as the Hawthorn berry; Of 
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Of which there was not any lack, 
was myſelf the donor; 


*T was fetch'd up in a leathern jack, 
When I was, &c. 


— 


I never lay in trade men- books, 
For raudy ſilks and fartin ; 

Nor did I piy with frowning look'd, 
Or broken ſcrapes of Latin; 

They had my gold and ſilver free, 

Ii fear'd not an dunner: 


All men were glad to deal with me, 
When I was, &c. 


I never kept my hawks and hounds, 
Or lewd and wanton miſſes ; 

I'd never ſell or mortgage towns, 
To purchaſe charming kiſſes, | 


Of thoſe that ſeck their prey by night, 


Each cunning female fawner ; 
My lady was my heart's delight, 
When I was, &c. 


I never hid my noble head, 

For any debts conttacted; 
Nor from the nation have I fled, 
For treaſon baſcly ated : 


JJ 
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Nor 


CF 3 
Nor did I in the leaſt rebel, 
To make myſelf a runner; 
My loyalty was knowa full well, 
Wheu I was, &c. 


T never did betray my truſt, 
For bribes more {weet than honey: 
Nor was [ falſe, nor ſo unjult, 
To ſink the nation's money, 
My lands and livings to enlarge 
By wronging each good donor; 
[ built not at the nation's cha. ge 
When I was. &c. 


We find now in theſe latter days, 
Some men hath delegated 

From t1uth, and found out greedy ways; 
This ſhould be regulated: 

And act henceforth with heart and hand, 
Oppoſe the ſons of Bunor ; 


I lov'd my king and ſerv d my land 
When 1 Wis, &c, 


For bounty, love, and large relief, 
For noble converſation ; 
For eaſing the poor widow's grief, 
In times of lamentation ; 
8 


19 
For houſe of hoſpitality 
I'll challenge any donor: 


There's few or none that can outvey * 
King Henry's men of honour 


SONG. 
IN a flow'ry myrtle grove, 
The ſolitary ſcene of love, 
On beds of violets all the day, 
The charming Floriana lay; 
The little Cupids hover'd in the air, 
They peep'd, and ſmil'd, and thought their mother there, 


| Phoebus delay'd his courſe awhile, 
Charm'd with the ſpell of ſuch a ſmile, 
Whilſt weary ploughmen curs'd the ſtay, 
Of che too uxorious day; 

The little Cupids hover d in the air. 
They peep'd, and ſmil'd, and thought their mother there, 


But thus the nymph began to chide, 

% That eye, you owe the world beſide, 
You fix on me.” Then, with a frown, 
She ſent her drooping lover down ; | 
With modeſt bluſhes from the grove ſhe fled, 


Painting the evening with unuſal red, 


SONG, 
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SOM i the town go betimes to the downs, 
To purſue the fearful hare; 
Some in the dark love to hunt in a park, 
For to chace all the deers that are there: 
Some love to ſee the fauicon to flee, 
With a joyful riſe agaiuſt the air: 
But all my delight is a coney in the night, 
When ſhe turus up her ſilver hair. 


When ſhe is beſct, with a bow, gun, or net, 
And finding no ſhelter for to cover her, 

She falls down flat, or in a turft does ſquat, 
ll ſhelers the hunter get over her; 

With her breaſts the does butt, and ſhe bubs up her ſcut, 
Whea the bullets fly cloſe by her ear, 

She ſtrives not toeſcape, but ſhe mumps like an ape, 
Aud ſhe turns up her ſilver hair, 


The ferret he goes in, thro' flags thick and thin, 
Whilſt Mettle purſueth the chace, 

The coney ſhe ſhews play, and in the beſt of her way, 
Like a cat ſhe does ſpit in his face: 

Tho' ſhe lies in the duſt, ſhe fears not his neſt, 
With her full wo up fir career ; 


With the ſtrength thaß ſhe ſhews ſhe gaps at the nw, 
And ſhe turns up her ſilver hair. 
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The ſport is ſo good, that in town or in wood, 
Ina hedge, or a ditch, you may do it; 

In a kitchen or a hall, in a barn or in a tall, 
O: wherever you pleaſe you may do it: 

So pleaſing is it that you can hardily miſs, 
Of ſo rich game in all our ſhire; 

For they love ſo to play, that by night or by day, 
They will turn up their ſilver hair. 


8 ONG. | 
OM from the Temple, away to the bed, 1 
As the merchant tranſports home his treaſure; 
Be not ſo coy lady, ſince we are wed, 
'Tis no fin to t:ſte the pleaſure 
Then let us be blythe, merry and free, 
Upon my life all the waiters are gone; 
And 'tis ſo, that they know where you go, ſay not ſa 
For I mean to make bold with my own. 


What is it to me if our hands joined be, 
It our bodies are ſtill kept afunder ? 
Tt ſhall not be ſaid, there goes a married maid, 
Indee l we will have no ſuch onder; 1 
Therefore let's embrace, there's none ſees thy face, 
The bridemaids that waited ate | ne; 
None can ſpy how you lie, ae Jeny, but ſay ay, 
For I mean to make bold with my own. 


Sweet 
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Sweet love, do not fi own, but pull off thy gown, 
Tis a garment unfit for the night; 
Some ſay that black hath a reliſhing ſmack, 
had rather been dealing with white: 
Tren be nut afraid, for you are not betray'd, 
Since we two are together alone; 


I iavite you this ni.ht, o do me right in my delight, 
For l mean to make bold with my own. 


Then come let us kiſs, and taſte of our bliſs, 
Which brave lords and ladies enjoy ; 

If all maids ſhouid be of the humour of thee, 
Generation « ould ſoon be deſtroy'd : 

Then where were the joys; the girls and the boys 
Would'ſt live in the world all alone; 


Don't defiroy, but enjoy, ſeem not coy for a toy, 


„ 


For indeed I'll make bold with my own, 


Prithee begin, don't delay but unpin, 
For my humour I cannot prevent it; 
You ate ſtreight lac'd, and your top-knot ſo faſt, 
Undo it, or ſtraitway will rend it; 
Cr to end all the ſtrife, 11 cyt it with A knife, 
*Tis too long to ſtay till its "undone z- 
| Let thy waiſt be unlac'd, and in haſte be ed 


For I long to make bold with my own, 
* 


E 


As thou art fair, and ſweeter than air, 
That dallies on July's brave roſes, 

Now let me he to thy garden a key, | 
That the flowers of virgins incloſes 

And | will not be too rough unto thee, 
For my nature to mildnefſs is prone; 


Do no lefs than undreſs, and unlice all apace, 
For this night Vil make bold wich my own. 


SONG, 


YOUNG Strephon and Phillis 
They fate on a hill; 
But the ſhepherd was anton, 
And would not fic ſtiil: 
His head ou her boſom, 
And arms round her waiſt, 
He hugg'd her, and kiſs d her, 
And claſp d her fo faſt; 
Till, playing and jumbling, 
At laſt they fell tumbling, 
And down, dowa, they got 'em: 


But oh! oh! they fell (oft, on the graſs on the bottom. 


As the ſhepherdeſs tumbled, 
The rude wind got in, 

And blew up her cloaths 

And her ſmock to her chin: 


The 
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The ſhepherd beheld 
Madam Venus, he ſwore, 
For he knew her own dove, 
By the fe thers the wore: 
But, furious love ſallying, 
He quickly left dallying, 
And down, down, he ſoon got him; | 
But oh! oh! how ſoft and how ſweet at the bottom. 


The ſhepherdeſs, bluſhing 
To think what ſhe had done, 
Away from the ſhepherd 
Endeavour'd to run; 
Which Strephon perceiving, 
The wand'rer did ſeize,, *© 1 
And cried, don't be angry, 
Fair nymph, if you: 
Tis too late to be cruel; 
Thy frown, my dear jewel, 
Now no more ſtings have got *em, 
For oh ! thou art all kind and all ſoft at the bottom. 


* 


— 


SONG. 


| QOMETIMES [ am a tapſter new, 


7 


£ 


And ſkilful in my trade, ſie; 
I fill my pot molt duly | 
Without deceit or froth, fir: 
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A ſpigot of two handful long, 


FE uſe to occupy, fir | 
And when I ſce a butt abroach, 


Then ſhall no beer go by, fir. 


Sometimes I am a butcher, 

And then I tecl fat ware, ſir; 

And if the flaſk be ficth'd well, 

IT take no farther care, fir ; 

But ia | thruſt my ſlaughtering knife, 
Upto the haft with ſpecd, ſir ; 

For all that ever I can do, 

I cannot make it bleed, fir. 


Sometimes I am a baker, 

And bake both white and brown, fir ; 
T have as fine a wrigling- pole 

As any in this town, fir : 

But if my oven be over hot, 

F dare not thruſt it in, fir, 

For burning of my wrigling pole 

My ſxill's not worth a pin, ſir. 


Sometimes I am a glover, 
And can do paſſing wcil, fir, 
In dreſſing of a doe ſkin 
Iknow I do excel, firs 
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But if by chance a flaw 1 find, 
In dreſſing of the leather, 
1 ſtraightway whip my needle out, 
And I tack 'em both together. 


Some times I am a cook, 
And in Fleet ſtreet I do dwell, fir, 
At the ſign of the ſugar loaf, 
As it is knowa full well, fir : 
And if a dainty laſs comes by, 
And wants a dainty bit, fr, 
T take four quarters in my arms, 
And put them on my ſpit, fir. 


In weavering and in fulling 

I have ſuch paſſing (kill, fir 

And underneath my weavering beam 
There ſtands a fuiling mill, ſir: 

To have good wives diſpleaſure 

I would be very loath, fir | 

The watcr runs ſo near my hand 

It over-thicks my clott., ſir. 


Sometimes I am a ſhoe-maker, 
And work with filly bones, fir; 
To make my leather ſott and moiſt,” 
1 uſe a pair of ſtones, ſir: 


T 
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My laſts for aud my laſting flicks, 
Are fit for every ſize, fir; 


I know the length of laſſes feet 
By handling of their thighs, fir, 


The tanner's trade I praftiſe 

Sometimes among the reſt, fir; 

Yet I cou'd never get a hair 

Of any hide I dreſs'd, fir : 

For I have been tanning of a hide 1 
This ſeven long years and more, fir, 

And yet it is as hairy ſtill | 

As ever it was before, fir. 


Sometimes I am a taylor, 

And work with thread that's ſtrong, fi ; 

I have a fine great necdle, 

About two hand fulls long, fir: 

The fineſt ſempſter in this town, U E h, 
That works by line or leiſure, 

May uſc my needle at a pinch, 

And do themſclves great pleaſure,  . 


SONG. 


HEN I was in the low country, 
When I was in the low country, 
Wha! ſlices of pudding and pieces of bread 3 
My mother gave me when I was in need. 
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My mother ſhe ki!'*d a good let hog, 
She made ſuch puddings would chuke a dog; 
And I ſhall ne er forget till J dee, 
What lumps of pudding my mother gave me. 


She hung them upon a pin, 

The fat crept out and the maggots crept in; 
If you won't believe me you may go lee, 
What lumps, &c. 


And every day my mother would cry, 

Come ſtuff your belly, girl, until you die 

*T would make you to laugh if you were to ſee, 
What lumps, &c. K 


I no ſooner at night was got to bed, 

But ſhe all in kindneſs would come with ſpeed ; 
She gave me ſuch parcels, 1 thought I ſhould dee 
With eating of pudding, &c. 


At laſt I rambled abroad, and then 
I met in my frolick an honeft man; 

| Quoth he, my dear Phillis, I'll give unto thee, 
Such pudding you never did ſce. 


Said I, honeſt man, I thank thee moſt kind, 
And as he told me indeed I did find; 

He gave me a lump which did fo agree, 
One bit was worth all my mother gave me. 
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SONG. 


N the morning eer 'twas light, 
I» the morning early, 
There | met with my de light, 
Once he lov'd me dearly : 
Wooing here, 
Wooing there, 
He he o. 
There he woo, 
Every where he woo 
Oh! how free rom care and ſtrife 
]: a pleaſaut country, life, 


F'er the light came from above, 
In the morning early, | 
There I met with my true love, 
There I met him early, 
Wooing here, 
Wooing there, 
Here he woo, 
Every where he woo, 
Oh ! how free from care aud ſtrife, 
Is a pleaſant country lite. 


In the morn e'er the ſun do ſhine, 
In the morning early, 

There I met my father's kine, 
There I tced them early, (boo boo) 
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Booing here, 

Boing there, 

Here a boo, 

There a boo, 

Every where a boo. 
Ch! how free from care and ſtrife 
Is a pleaſant country life, 


In the morning at ſix o'clock, 
Io the morning early, | 
There | feed our turkey cock, 
There | feed him early, cou, cou, gobble gobble gobble 
Couing here, 
Couing there, 
Here a cou, 
There a cou, 
Every where a cou. 
Oh! how free from care and ſtrife 
Is a pleaſant country life. 


Jn the morning, near the fens, 
In the morning early, 
I my father's ducks do feed, 
Jn the morning early ; 
: Quacking here, 
Quacking there, 
Here a quack, 


There 
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There a quack, 
Every wher- a quack. 


Oh! how tree from care and ſtrife 
Is a pleaſant country life. 


In the morn at ſeven o'clock, 
In the morning carly; 
There 1 feed my father's flock, | 
There I feed them carly, (baa, baa) 
Baaing here, 
Baaing there, 
* Here a baa. 
Every where a baa. 
Oh! how free from care and ſtrife 
Isa pleaſant country life. | 


In the morning fair and fine, 
In the morning early, 
There | feed my fathe 1's ſwin, 
There I feed them early ; 
Grunting here, 
Gruating there, 
Here a grunt, 
There a grunt, 
| Every where a grunt. 
Oh ! how from care and ftrife 
Is a pleaſant country life, 


E 163 3 
S ON G. 
THO thou'rt ugly and old, 
A damn'd lit and a ſcold, 
Vet if you will tip me a guinea, 
By the help of my rbimes, 
To th lateſt of times, 
Thou ſhalt have thy adoreis, dear Jenny. 


We bards have a nack, 
To turn white into black, 
And make vice ſeem vit tue, which odds is: 
True poetical cant 
Dubbs a rebel a ſaint, 


And refines a jilt into a goddeſs. 


Theſe trick rhiming ſages, 
Obſerv'd in all ages 
To dreſs nak d ti uth in a fable; 
And tho? ev' ry ſtory 
Out did purgatory, 
They ſtill were believ d by the rabble. 


Pray what was Actæon. 
Whom dogs made a prey on, 
Bat a ſportſman undone by his chacing ? 
Or the tam'd Diomede, 
On whom his naggs fed, 
But a jocky quite ruin*d by racing? 
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Medea, tis ſung, 

Could make old woman young, 

Thoꝰ ſhe nought but a true waiting maid is; 
Who with comb of black lead, 

With paint white and red, 


With paint and waſh, vamp up grey ladies. 


Vulcan left the bellows, 
And Sooty left good tellows, 
That he might take of NeCtar a can full; | 
Venus was a gay trull, 
To the cockoldy fool ; 
Mars a bully that beat on her anvil. 


Neptune was a tarpaulin, 
And Phabus by calling 
A mountebank, wizard, and harper : 
Jolly Bacchus a lad 
Of the wine-drawing trade; 
And Mercury a pimp, and a ſharper. 


Pallas was a ſtale mtid. 
With a grim Gorgon's head, 
Whoſe uglineſs made her the chaſter: 
A ſcold great was Juao, 
As | know or you know; 
And Jove was as great a whore maſter. 
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Then prithee, dear creature, 
Now ſhew thy good-nature, 
This once be my female Mecznas; | 
And times yet unknown, 
My Jenny ſhall own | 
Chaſte as Pallas, but fairer than Venus. | 


s ®* 
* . » 
* 


SONG. 
Jolly young Grocer of London town, 
Fell deed:y in love with his maid; - 
And often he courted her to lie down, 
But ſhe told him ſhe was afraid. 
Sometimes he would ſtruggle, 
But ſtill he would boggle, 
And never conſent to his wicked will; 
But ſaid he muſt tarry 


Until he would marry, 
Ad then he ſhould have his fill. 


But when that he found he could not obtain 
The bleſſing he thus purſu'd : 
For tho' he had tried her again and again, 
She vow'd the would not be lew'd : 
At laſt he ſubmitted 
I To be outwitted, 
As to be caught in the nuptial ſtate; 
. Altho 
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Altho' the young huſſy 
Before had been buſy 
Wich oac that ihe lov'd more dear. 


The morning after they married were 
1 he drums and the fiddles came; 
Then oh what a thumping and ſcratching was thers 
To pleaſe the new-marricd dame: 
Th: re was fiddle come fiddle, 
With hey diddle diddle 
And al! the time that the muſic play'd, 
Tuere was kiſſing and loving, 


And heaving and ſhoving, 
For fear ſhe ſhould riſe a maid, 


But e er three months they had married been 
A thumping boy pop d out; 

Adſ—, ſays he, you confounded quean, 
What have you been about ; 

You're a ſtrumpet, ſy he; 
You're a cuckold, crics ſhe. 

And when he found he was thus betray'd, 
There as h.hting and ſcratching, 

And rogui''g aud bitchirg, 
Becauſe the had pov a jade. 


SONG. 
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8 I came down the bey land town, - 
Thcoie was |ifkes many, 
Sate in a rank, on either bank, 
And ene more ay than avy; 
Iſe leekt about for ene kind face, 
And lie ſpic Willy Scroggy; 
Iſc pir'd of him What was her name, 
And he caw'd her Katharine Loggy- 


A ſprightly bonne girl ſhe was, 
And made wy hea:t to riſe Je; 

Sh1 was fo fair, fa blythe a laſs, 
And love was in her eves ſo: 

Iſe walk'd about li e ene p fſſſt, 
And quite forgot ph Mugpy; 
For nothing now could give me reſt, 

But bonny Katharine Loggy, 


My pretty Katy, then quoth I, 
And many a ſigh I gave her, 
Let not a L ird tor Katy die, 
But take him to great fav ur: 
She laught aloud, and f. did aw, 
And bade me hameward to ge, 
And itill cried out, awa, awa, 
Fio bouny Katharine Loggy. 


V2 
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A fardel farther 1 would ſee, 
And ſome began to muſe me; 
The luſſes they fate wittily, 
And the lads began to rooze me: 


The blades and beaus came down' ſhe knows, 


Like ring rooks fro Strecy Boggy ; 
And four and twenty Highland lads 
Were following Katharine Loggy. * 


When I did ken this muckle trame, 
And every ene did know her, 

I ſpir'd of Willy what they mean, 
Quo he, they aw do mow her: 

Thete's ne*er a laſs in aw Scotland, 
From Dundce to Strecy Boggy, 

That has her fort ſo bravely manu'd, 
As bonny Katharine. Loggy. 


At firſt indeed I need muſt tell, 
Iſe could not well belicve itz 

But when I ſaw how fou they fell, 
Iſe could not but conceive it, 

There was ne'er a lad of any note, 

Or any deaf young roguey, 

But he did lift the welly coat ö 
Of bonny Katharine Loggy.. 


Had 


t 

Had 1 kenn'd her kittleneſs, | * 

As I came o'er the moor Joe, 
Iſe had ne'er ban as Iſe ha dun, 

Nor e' er out- ſhankt my ſeln fo + 

For I was then fo thaokt with kint, 
- Iſpurr'd my auld nag Foggy ; 
And had | kenn'd ſhe had bin a whore, 

I had ne er lov d Katharine Loggy. 


1 


* 


SONG. 


AR Catholic brother are you come from the wars, 
So lame of your feet, and your face full of ſcares, 
To (ee your poor Shela, who with great grief was fill'd 
For you, my dear joy, when I think you were kill'd. 
With a fa la la. 


Oh! my ſhoul, my dear Sela, I'm glad you ſee me, 

* For if I were dead now, I could not fee thee; 

The cuts in my body, and the ſcares in my face; 

I got them in fighting for her Majeſty's Grace. 
With a fa la la. | 


But oh! my dear Shela, doſt thou not love me 

So well as you did e er I went to the ſea; 

By Chriſt and St. Partrick, my dear joy, 1 do; 

And we ſhall be marrjed to-morrow juſt now. 
With a fa la la. 
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Fil make a cabin for my deareſt to keep off the cold, 
And I havea gu'nea of yellow red gold; 
To make three halfs of it I think will be beſt, 


Give two io my Shela, and the tird to the prieſt. 
With a tu la la, 


Old Philemy, my father, was full fourſcore years old, 
And tho he i> dead he'l) be lad to be told 
F at ve two are mar ied; ny dear ſpare 10 coſt, 
Bot fend him fome letters, upon the luſt poſt. 

Wich a ta ia la 


SONG. 


A Comely dame of. [ſlington, 
Had gut @ icaky copper.z 
The hole that let the liquo: run 
Was wanting of a ſtopper, 
A jolly tiuker under to k, 
An! promis d her moſt fairly, | 
With a thump thump thump, and knick knack knock, 
To do her bulinels rarely. 


He turu'd the veſſej to the ground, 
Says he, a goud old copper; 

But weil miy't leck for | have found 
A bole iu t thats a whopper; 


But 
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- But never doubt a tizker*s ſtroke, 


Aitho he black aud ſurly; 


With a thump thump thu np, and a knick knack knock, 
He'll do your buſiucſs purely. 


The man of mettle open'd wide 
His budget's mouth to pleaſe her; 
Says he this tool we oft employ'd 


N About ſuch obs as theſe are: 
With that the jolly tinker took 
- A ſtroke or two molt kindly 


Wich a thump thump thump, and a knick knack knock, 
He did her buliacſs pure y. 


As ſoon as Crock had done the feat, 
He cried, *tis very hot, ho, 
This thirſty labour makes me ſweat; 


Here gi's a cooling pot, ho: 

Says ſhe, beſto the other ſtroke 
Betore you take your farewell, 

With a thump thump thu:np, and a knick knack krack, 
And you may driak a barrel. 


* 
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SONG, 


HN firft I laid ſiege to my Chlaris, 
When fiult I laid fiege to my Chloris, 
N PL 


— 
„ 


Billet deux, like ſmall ſhot did fo ply her; 
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Cannon oaths I brought down, 1 
To batter the town, 
And boom lier with amorous ſtories. | 


Billet deux, like ſmall ſhot did ſo ply her, 


And ſometimes a ſong 
Went whiſtling along, 
Yet ſtill I was never the nigher. 


At length ſhe ſent word by a trumpet, 
Ar length the ſent word by a trumpet, 
That if I lik'd the life, 

She « ould be my wife. 

But ſhe would be no man's ſtrumpet. 


I told her that Mars wbuld ne er marry, 
I told her that Mars would ne'er marry z 
I ſwore by the ſcares 
: Got in combates and wars, 
That I'd rather dig ſtoacs in a quarry. 


At length ſhe granted the favour, 
At length ſhe granted the favour, 
Without the dull curſe, 
For better for worſe, 
And ſaved the patſou the labour. IF 
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SONG, 


ERE lies William de Valence, 
A right good Earl of Pembroke 


And this his monument which you ſee, 
I' ſwear upon a book, 


He was high-marſhal of England 
When Henry the third did reizn; 
But this you may take upon my word, 

He'll ne'er be ſo again. 


Here the lord Edward Talbot lies, 
The town of Shrewſbury's earl; 

Together with his counteſs fair, 
That was a moſt delicate girl. 


The next to him there lieth one, 
Sir Richard Peckſhall hight; 

Of whom ws: only this do ſay, 
He was a Hamplhire knight, 


But now to tell you more of him, 
There lies beneath this tone 


. 1 wo wives of his, and daughters four, 


To all of us unknown. 


1 
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Sir Parnard Brockhurſt there doth lie, 
Lord Chamberlain to Queen Ann: 

Queen Ann was Richard the ſecond's queen, 
Who was king of Old England. 


Sir Francis Hollis, the Lady Frances; 
Th. ſame was Suffolk's ducheſs ; 

Two children o Edward the third, 
Lies here in death's cold clutches. 


This is the third King Edward's brother, 
Of whom our records tell 


Nothing of note, nor ſay they whether 
He be in heaven or hell, 


This ſame was John of Eldeſton, 
He was uo coltermonger, | 
But Corn wall's carl; and here's one died 
Cauſe he could live no longer. 


The. Lady Mohun, Ducheſs of York, 
And Duke of York's wife alſo; 
* But death reſolv'd to horn the duke, 
She lies nuw with death below. x 


The Lady Ann Roſs; but wot ye well 
That-ſhe in child bed died: 
The Lady Ma: quis of Wiacheſter, 
Lies burricd by her ſide. | Nor 
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Nor think your penny well ſpent, good folks, 
And tha you re not beguil d; 


Within this cup doth lie the heart 


Of a French ambuſlidor's child. 4 
But how the devil it came to paſs, | 
Ou pur poſe or by chance, þ P 
The bowels they lie underneath, 9 
The body is in France. 1 
There's Oxford's counteſs, and there alſa 4 
The Lady Burleigh her mother; 4 
And there her daughter, a couuteſs too, 1 
Lie cloſe by one another. ; 1 | 
Theſe once were bonny dames, and :houghi - | 5 
There were no coaches then, F 
Yet could they jog their tails themſelves, | * 
Or had them jogg'd by men. * 


But, woe is me! thoſe high- born finners, 
That wont to pray ſv ſtoutly, 


„ r 
be. 


Are now laid low, and 'cauſe they can't, | | ? 0 
Their ſtatues prays devoutly. | 4 
This is the Ducheſs of Somerſet, 1 
By name the Lady Ann; ; | 4 
Her ld Edward the fixth protected, \| 
Oh he was a g41.aut man. Uz In 1 1 
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In this fair monument, which you ſee 
Adorn'd with ſo many pillars, 


Doth lie the Countelſs of Buckingham, . 
And, her huſband, Sir George Villiers. 


This old Sir George was grandfather, 
And the countels ſhe was granny, 
To the great Duke of Buckingham, 


Who often topt King Jammy. - 


Sir Robert Eatam, a Scotch knight; 
This man was ſecretary ; 


And ſcribbled compliments for two queens, 
Queen Ann and eke Queen Mary. 


This was the Counteſs of Lenox, 
de Yci-p'd the Lady Marget : 
King James grandmother, and yet 
*Gainſt death ſhe had no target. 


This was Queen Mary, Queen of Scots, 
Who Buchanan doth beſpatter 

She loſt her head at Tottingham, 
Whatever was the matter. 


The mother of our ſcventh Henry 
This is, that heth hard by; 

She was the counteſs wot ye well, 
Ot Richmond and of Derby, 
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Henry the ſcventh ſieth here, 
With his tai qu-en beſide him; 
He was the founder ot this chapel, 

On ! may no ill betide him. 


Theref.re's h's monument's in braſs, 
You'll ſay that very much is: 

The Duke ef Richmond and Lenox, 
There lieth with his Ducheſs. 


And here they ſtand upright in a preſs, 
- With bodies made of wax; 


With a globe and a wand in either hand, 


5 And robes upon their backs. 
Here lies the Duke of Buckingham, 
And the Ducheſs his wife; 
* im Felton ſtabb'd at Portſmouth town, 
> And fo he loſt his life. 


Two children of King James theſe are, 
Whom death keeps very chary ; 
Sophia in the cradle lies, 
And this is the Lady Mary 


And this is Queen Elizabeth ; 
How he Spaniards did infeſt her! 
Here ſhe lies burried with Queen Mary, 
Sa And now agrees with her ſiſter. 


To 
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To another chapel no we come, 
The people follow an chat ; 
This is Lady Co tington, 
And the people cry, who's that? 


This is the Lady Frances Sidney, 
The Countels of Suff Ik was ſhe; 
And this the Lord Dudley Charleton is; 
And then they look up and fee. 


Sir Thomas Bromley lieth here, 
Death would not him reprieve z 

With his tour ſons, and daughters four, 
That once were all alive. 


The next is Sir John Fullerton, 
And this is his lady i trow z + 
And this Sir John Pucke ton, 
Whom none of you did know. 
That's the Earl of !'ridgewater in the middle, 
Who makes no uſe of his bladder, 
Although his lady lies fo near him; 
And ſo we go up the ladder. 


Edward the firſt, that gallant blade, 
Lies underncath this (ſtone ; | 

And this is the chair which he did bring 
A good while ago from dcone. 
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In this ſame chair, till now of late, 
Our kings and queens were crowg'd; 
Under this chair another ſtone 
Doth he upon tne ground, 


Ou that ſame ſtone did Jacob fleep, 
Intead of a d»wn pillow : | 
And, after that, twas brought 
By ſome good honcll fellow. 


Richard the ſecond lieth here, 
And his firit queen, Queen Ann z 
Edward the third lieth here hard by, 
Oh! there was a gailant man! 


For this was his two- handed {word, 
A blade both true and truſty; 
The Frenchmen s blood was nei er whip'd off, 
Which makes iu look ſo ruſty. : 


Here he lies again. with his queen Philip, 
A Dutch woman by record; 
Bur that's all one, for now, alas ! 
His blade's not ſo long as his ſword. 


King E1ward the Confeffor lies 
Within this monument fine ; 

I'm ſure, quoth one, a worfer tomb 
Muſt ſerve both me and mine. 
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Harry the fifth lies here: and here 
Doth lie Queen Feanor 
To our firſt Edward ſhe was wife; 


Which was more than ye «new before. 


Henry the third lies here entomb'd, 
He was herb John in pottege: 

Little he did, but ſtill reign'd on, 
Although his ſons were at age. 


Fifty-ſix years he reigned king, 
Ere he the crown would lay by; 

Only we praiſe him, *cauſe he was 
Laſt builder of the abbey. 


Here Thomas Cecil lies : who's that! - 
Why *tis the Earl cf Exetcr 5 


And this his Counteſs is; to die 


Good lack ! how it perpicx'd her. 


Here Henry Cary, Lord Hunſdon reſts 
What a noiie he makes with his name! 


Lord Chamberlain was he unto 
Queen Elizabeth of great fame. 


And here's one William Colcheſter 
Lies of a ceriainty; 

An abbot was he of Weſtminſter, 
And he that faith no doth lie. 


This 
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This is the Biſhop of Durham, 
By death here laid in fetters: 
Henry the ſeventh lov'd him well, 
And ſo he wrote his letters. 


Sir Thomas Bacchus: what of him? 
Poor gentleman ! not a word; 

Only they burried him here. But now 
Behold that man with a ſword, 


Humphry de Bohun. who though he were 
Not born with me i'the ſame town, 

Yet I can tell he was Earl of Eſſex, 
Of Hartford, and Northampton. 


He was high-conſtable of England, 
As hiſtory well expreſſes ; 
But now, pretty maids, be of good cheer, 
We're going up to the preſſes, 


And now the preſſes open ſtand, 
And ye ſee them all a- row; 


But never no more are ſaid of theſe 
Than what is ſaid below. 


Now down the ſtairs come we again, 
The man goes firſt with a ſtaff; 
W 


rr 
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Some two or three tumble down the ſtairs, 
And then the people laugh. ' | 
This is the great Sir Francis Vere, 
That ſo the Spaniards cyrried 
Four colonels ſupport his tomb, 
Aad here his body's burried. a 


That ſtatue againſt the wall, with one eye, 


Is M:jor-Geveral Norris; 
He beat the Sp .niard- cruelly, 
As is affii m d in ſtories. 


His ſix ſons there hard by him ſand, 
Each one was a commander; 

To ſhew he could a lady ſerve 
As well as the Hollander. 


' And there doth Sir John Hollis reſt. 


Who was the major-general 
To Sir John Norris, that brave blade: 
And ſo they go to dinner all. 


For now the ſhow is at an end, | 
All things are done and ſaid; 


The © t ze n pays for his wife, 
Te prentice for the maid. 
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HEN Sylvia was kind, and tove play d in her eyes. 


We thought it no mo ning till Sylvia did 1ile; 
Of Sylvia the hills and t-e vallies ali rang, 
For ſhe was the ſubject of eyery ſong. 


* 


But now, oh how litt'e her glories do move ! 
That u-'d to inJame us with raptvres of love; 
Thy rieour, oh Sylvia, will ſhorten thy reign, 
And make our bright goddeſs a mortal again. 


: 
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Love heightens our joys, he's the eaſe of our care, 
A (pur to the valiant, a crown to the fair; 

Oh ſeize his ſoft wings then before tis too late, 

Er cruelty quickly will haſten thy fate. 


Tis kindneſs, my Sylvia, 'tis kindneſs alone, 
Will add to thy lovers, and ſtrengthen thy throne; 
In love, as i empire. t raunical way, | 
Will make loyal ſubjects forget to obey, 


BAR- 
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BARTHOLOMEW FAIR. 
A CATCH, | 


ERE is the rarity of the whole fair, 
Pimper-le-pimp, and the wiſe dancing mare; 


Here's valiant St. George and the Dragon, a farce, 
A girl of fifteen with ſtrange moles on her a—, 


Here is Vienne beſieg'd, a rare thing, | 
And here's Punchinello, ſhewa thrice to the king 
Then ſee the maſks to the cloiſters repair, 

But there will be no raffling, a pox take the may'r. 
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BOOKS, PAMPHLETS, and PRINTS, 


TO BE HAD AT 


Holland s Muſeum of Genius, 
No. go, OXFORD STREET. 


_— 


BOOKS and PAMPHLETS. 


Tk Feſtival of Anacreon, in two parts: containing a col- 

leon of modern ſongs, by Capt. Morris, and other 
lyric writers; whoſe compotitions are the delight of the Feſtive 
Board! Fach part gs. 6d. 


Nimrod's Songs ot the Chace: the beſt collection of hunting 


ſongs ever preſented to the lovers of that delightful ſport, with 


an animated deſcription of a fox chace, and a ſuperb print 
repreſenting a ſtag-hunt near Windlor, 3s. 6d. or with the 
print coloured 5s. 

Edwin's Pills to purge Melancholy: containing all the ſongs 
ſang by the late Mr. Edwin of Covent - garden Theatre, fince 
his firſt appearance in London ; and many ducts that Mr. 
Edwin had a part in; with a humorous account of Mrs. 
. Siddons's firſt reception in Dublin; and a portrait of Mr. 
Edwin finely executed, and a ſuperb print trom a ſcene in 
the Agreeable Surpriſe, 2s. 6d. 

Jordan' s Cure for the Spleen; with a fine likeneſs of Mrs. 
Jordan, in Sir Harry Wildair, 2s. 6d. 


Captain Sykes's Trial for Adultery with Mrs Parflow and 


Lieut. Kindillan's Trial for a Rape : with an animated like- 
. neſs of Mrs. Parſlow, 28. 


Paddy Whack's Bottle Companion; a collection of convi- 


vial ſongs, many of which were never before printed, 25. 6d. 
Fanatic Blunders; or, a Gallimaufry of Enthuſiaſtic Zeal, 

Farce, and Nonſenſe, 28. 

Themidore and Rozette; or, Memoirs of a Pariſian Coun- 

ſellor and Cour tezan, 3s. a ” 
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The Feſtival of Wit; or, Small Tuxer. volume the ſecond, 
By G— &—, ſummer ret;dent ot Wen for. | Publiſhed from 
his manuſcript, by the. Editor of the fufſt vo ume. 
_ Frial for Aduit:ry between Anthony Hedges, Efq. and 
the Hon. Charles Windhain, 23 
An Epiſtle from an O ficer at Oraheite, 10 Lady S 
with notes, 1+. 6d 
Eements of »a ure, by Montaigne. 2+. 6d. 
Occonomy of Love, the Ceran um, Birth of the Roſe, and 
the Bridal Night om Secindas—7s. Gd. 
A large collection of tong-books, &.. 


P R INTSsS. 


, 
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A hue and cry aftcr a High - ayman, in aquatinta, from a 


ſuperb diawing b. F C. By: on, Efq- Price 1 Os. Gd. * 


or bl. Is. colomed. 
Symptoms of drunkennefs, in ſix aquatinta prints, viz— 


In high ſpirits — Half groggy Three parts gone How came 
vou to ?—As drunk as 4 lord—and, quite finiſhed, 7s 6d. 


plain, or tos 6d coloured. | 

A country dan: e, exhibiting 40 public a dere as they 
appear in differeut afſemblics. Deſigned by J. Nixon, Eiq. 
109. 6d, plain, or 1]. 1s. coloured 

FT welie pulvit extravaganzas and their clerks, 7s. 6d. col. 

Gand Proc eſſion to St Paul“ St. George's e 1 9, 
7e. 9d. coloured. | 75 

The Prices bow, exhibiring 20 public 8 imitat- 
ing the Prince of Wa'e's b w to the throne in Weſtminſter- 
Halt De figned by F. G. Byron, Elq. 13s coloured. 

Meeting an old '1i:nd wich a new tace—By F. G. Byron, 
Eq. 1 ZS. 6d. coboured. 

Englith ſl very; or, a picture of the time — public char- 
acters —flivcs to particular toilies nd vices, 138. 6d. col. 

pPriva e rehcarlal of Jane Shore, 7s 6d. 

Old maids of qual'iy at a cat's tuueral.—B, F. G Byron, 
Eſq. 65. 

A tale of Engliſh beauties in the Eaſt- Indies, 68. 

Sportſman hall, 6 


Biliy s Babel, 28. 6. a 
Iriſh fortuac humers ſtorming the Briſtol toading-ſchoo' | 
25. 6d | 


t 


AR—1 Race on the lands at Weymouth, 28. 6d. 

An |mpe ial {tride, 28. 64- 

Cr pp 4 Loungers in Bond-ſtreet, 2s. ; 

Crops ind Bundelures in St. Janes's (treet, 28. 

All the priuis on ihe [rith emvaſſy and regency. 

'Politicyi banditti aflaiung the favour of India, 45. — Wife 


and ns Mite, 5s — T 1e moraing after marriage, 6s.—.4 new 
way to pqy the national debts, 58. — {he legacy, 3s.—Lady 
Termagant Flaybum voin to give hei ſtepſon a taſte of her 
deſert after dinner, 7s. 6d.—A fox hunting breakfaſt, 28,— 
The recruit ;- or, a national contraft, is. 6d. 

Gr dation from a Greenhorn to a Blood, a humorous effay, 
in folio, with eight aquarinta prints, :—A Greenhorn—a 
Jimmy —a f[effſimy—a Sma!t—an Houeſt fellow -a Choice 
Spirit —a Buck — and a Biuud By G. M. Woodward, 105864 

A book of puſous, iliuſtrating an excellent parody on 
Shakeſpear's ſeven a es, from the Spiritual Quixote—the 
curite—the pedagogue—the prieſt the vicac—the rector — 
the inc umbeut -n | the Welch pariſon, 10s. 6d. 


- L— Juicy dan ling his angelic cy1LD, 28s. The angelic 


child prelen.ed to the of Gulconda, 28. 
Eecleſiaſtic opinions concerning the Devil, 28. 
An Abyſſinian breakfaſt, 28. 


| Five caricatures to bind up with Reflections on the French 
* Revolution, 118. 6d. 


The Witworth doctor: the Witworth doctor examined, 
and the Witworth doctor doing buſineſs expeditiouſly, each 2s 


In. HOLLAND's Exhibition Rooms may be ſeen the 
Largeſt coll-ftions of Caricature Prints and Drawings ever en- 
hibited in Europe, —Admittance One Shilling. 
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"PROPOSALS 


FOR 10 EN 
PUBLISHING by SUBSCRIPT 10 
K 9 9 


PRINT- in AQUATINTA, 
"From a DRAWING of the 


FRENCH F FEDERATION 
In the Champ de Mars, 


JULY 14, 1790. 
Defogned on the Spot, by GEORGE FREDERICK BYRON, E 


* 


* 4a. 
—  _ —— 


THE YRIN r to be executed on the ſcale of the Drawing, 
which is ſeven feet by three. 

Tbe price to ſubſcribers Two Guineas for a plain print, and 
Five Guineas for a print coloured exactly after the drawing. 

One half to be paid at the time of ſubſcribing, and the re- 
mainder on the delivery of tle print. 

As this meeting has no parallel in hiſtory, a repreſentation of 
it, with all its grandeur and effect, will, to the moſt 
diſtant period of time, be highly inereſting to the 92 
of Liberty. 

It exhibi's theſcene as it appeared when the colours receiv'd the 
benediction, and is ſo accurate, that thoſe who were preſent 
at that magnificent ſpectacle will prongunce it, upon inſpec- 
tion, a brilliant diſplay of the pencil. 


9 Subſcriptions received at No. 50, Oxfot d- ſtreet, where 
the drawing may be ſeen. . 
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